Wepre 
itidddwtometon ee oe en 


Then Bob sailed in for all he was worth. He ducked, caught Cluck by the 


big bully smashing to the floor. 


ose: 





knees, and sent that 
“Brisbane, how dare you?” roared Allison, coming 





through the door. “You're through here! Git—-and stay!” 
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The Boy Who Balked 


HARR 


Y MbrpL ANE 


is Bob Brisbane’s Big Kick 


By FRANK IRVING 





CHAPTER I. 
A TROUNCING ALL AROUND. — 


“Now, what I want to find out—and quick!” roared 
Mr. Allison, “is who is to blame.” 
The sole owner of the great leather goods house brought 
his fist down angrily and jarringly on hs desk. 
ei | » began Payson, stammeringly. 
«Oh, you—eh ?” glared his employer. 
_ He wheeled savagely on the cringing shipping clerk. 
_ “No, sir,” almost whined the clerk. “J——”> 
“You said that before.” » 
“Please let me go on, sir.” 
“Go ahead! Who’s hindering you?” demanded this 





pully of an employer. | 
4 *] ass that order on to Mr. Roniick, sir,” went on 





“That’s quite true, as I know, Mr. Allison,” the ship- 
ping clerk broke in, “for I asked Brisbane if he had re- 
ceived the order from Mr. Rondick. Brisbane admitted 
that he had.” | | 

“Another liar!” clicked off Bob, who now, white and 
red by turns, no longer made any effort to keep back his 
wrath. | 


“Dorman,” blazed the head of the house, turning upon ~ 
his head porter, “did you get that order from Brisbane?” 

“No, sir,” lied Cluck Dorman, promptly. 

“Liar number three!” tallied off Bob. 

“Now, it’s your turn to do some lying, if you dare, 
young man!” snorted Allison, turning upon his book boy 
in the shipping department. | 

“I’m out of the running at the start, ’m afraid, ae 
declared Bob, grimly. 


“Oh, you are, eh?” 

“Yes, sir.” 

“Why?” 

“Because, Mr. Allison,” replied the boy, firmly, cae By. 
can tell is the truth.” | 

“You infernal young idiot,” glared Allison, again bane- 
ing his fist on his desk, “do you BURR T want anything 
else but the truth?” 


“Then you’re plumb out of luck,” clicked Bob Bris- 
bane. “You haven’t been getting anything like the truth.” 


“TJ haven’t, eh?” sneered the angry man. “Now, see 
here. I had a most important and valuable order to Mr. 
Payson. He hands the order over to his assistant, Mr. 
Rondick. Rondick, as is his duty, after entering the or- 


| der, calls it off for you for your book. You’ re Spey to 





g ates | to the order ‘aad to fica. it over Bs Dofinah tox Mists Tl 1 tel you whee to look, ; 
- shipment. All the rest agree that Payson passed it on to 


; Rondick, and that Rondick passed it your way. But Dor- 
tan denies that he got it from you. So the order didn’t 
get off, and I’m i in trouble with one of my best customers. 
Now, what can you, or any other young idiot, say to that?” 
“All I can say is the truth,” Bob insisted, firmly, de- 


as 


, spite the four pairs of glaring eyes that confronted him. | 


| “The truth?” bellowed Allison. 
Out with it!” 

“Can the rest of you stand it??? demanded. Bob, looking 
curiously around him. 

They all nodded, though anxiously. 

“Then here goes,” challenged Bob, straightening up and 
looking boldly in each pair of. eyes as he looked over the 
human half-circle that seemed to have conspired against 
him. “In the first place, not a word was ever said to me 

about this order. I saw it, with your initials on, Mr. Alli- 
son. It was lying on Payson’s desk.” 

“Did you ask him about it, Brisbane?” sneered the 
boss. | 
“No, sir.” 
“Why not?” 
“I couldn’t.” 
3 “Why! pr 7 
“See here,” squared the boy, “Pye stood enough blame 
for things that I haven’t done. Now, I’m going to kick 
back, and kick hard. If you want to know why I didn’t, 
' I couldn’t ask Payson, because, after 2:30 yesterday after- 
noon he wasn’t at the office.” 
“I was over at the freight depot,” stammered Pay son, 
going white. 
“No, you weren’t,” defied Bob. “You were at the 
_ races. You made some losing bets at the track, too. Here 
are the tickets, with your name recorded on them as the 
bettor. There they are,” and Bob threw them on the 
boss’s desk, adding: 


“That's what I want. 


‘ 


“When I saw this cloud gathering, I remembered that 
I had seen Payson throw some green slips in his waste 
basket. I fished them out. That disposes of Payson !” 
“This is some dastardly plot, ” protested the shipping 
clerk, through lips that trembled. 
But Bob, not heeding, went on: 
“So I went to Rondick and asked him about that order. 
He told me not to meddle in what wasn’t my business, and 
to wait until I got the order passed on to me. But Ron- 
dick had been drinking heavily, and I didn’t think he was 
_ fit for business.” 


\ 


- “Oh, what a lie!” gasped the assistant shipping clerk. 
~ “7T never took a drink in my life.” 

“Ym out for your scalp, too, since you tried to get 
mine,” uttered Brisbane, calmly, but his face white and 
set. with purpose to see the thing through. “Mr. Allison, 
re ‘Rondick tells you that he never tasted liquor-——” 

4 “its the truth!” quivered the assistant. __ 
Hoe “Smell his breath 2: requested Bob, nae “Mr. 
eee pemeter Ari) 7 f 
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re d you ¢ C: 
Rondick ; is a regular customer of that saloor : Bi 
“But what about that order: 2 ‘demanded th . bos — 
was looking at least interested, ieee 
“Well, sir, not wanting to ‘deal’ with’ B Rahdidl’ any 
ther, I came to this office to see you, but you weren’t in. 
So, as I knew as well as anyene how Canes that ban ce: 


man, anyway. a - 2 

“You cheeky little liar!” gasped Cluck, a ae en 
red-faced, heavy-fisted, horny-handed fellow in the gett | 
of a teamster. 


“Do you mean to, say that I liga give tna order te a 
you?” demanded Bob, 0 i 
“Of course you didn’t,” roared Chuck; aggressively, and, 4 
sticking his chin out ina way that meant fight = 
“Men who drink too much beer in business hours have J J 

short memories,” gritted Bob. “But I can clinch you, too, 
Dorman. » You have forgotten that I made you sign on my | 
book. Here’s the book,” wound up young Brisbane, tri- — 
umphantly, “and here’s your signature against the entry, ‘i 
Mr. Cluck Dorman.” E 

“It’s a forgery, then !”” bellowed the head porter, strotch- 
ing forward to snatch away the accusing book. Tilers 

Tet Mr. Allison judge about that,” returned our here 
darting away from angry Cluck and dropping the opeiieal ‘; 
book on his employer’s desk. C. 
There was.an awkward ‘silence, broken by an. angry | 
exclamation, in chorus, from the three men whom Bob | 
i 





had accused: 


“The cheeky little liar!” 

But Bob, seventeen, of medium height and build, with | 
wavy brown hair and blue eyes that usually were as mild ) 
as milk, now folded his arms, stood very straight and — 
looked boldly at his three accusers. 


“T’m not the kind of fellow to carry tales out of school” sits 
he remarked, coolly. “But this sort of thing has hap- 
pened before, and I’ve simply had to do appieihia to pass 
tect myself when I’m doing right.” ~ 

“You've told a pretty ahraie, story,” grinned Allison. 
“It remains to be found out how true it is. Payson, I — 
shall need an explanation later about these race-track 
tickets. Rondick, if I ever find that you’re drinking in — 
business hours, I shan’t need you. Dorman, this looks — 
like your signature. I want to think it over. You can 80s: 
you three.” 7 


Dorman, sullen, and the two clerks, white and ttre 
bling, left the private office of the employer.- > sl 
“T hope you'll believe me, sir, when I say that I. hated 

to accuse others in order to clear myself,” began Bob. 
ee you needn't feel | that rom: ve ope! cleared yom | 






| appearance. “Allison way in ntact, W vat he I oc 
coarse e brute, hee i ate 





























































ying red, | Ry Ht | that Geuaanded:« a. view. ou " 
von’ say 1 hat you ee » oe che. ‘boss.| But Payson and Rondick did not join in the rush. Te k 
vill | e be willing to. bet that yow ve made some very | gether they made for Allison’s office. Ms 
restin g enemies.” a ale The biggest thing on view in that shipping eae was 
¢ them be enemies, then 1” flashed the, ber disdain- Cluck Dorman, loudly running down the book boy. 
3 |. “Here he is now,” whispered some one in the little 
at’ 5 all.” a ee can 1 get cal eee | And you |crowd that had gathered around the head porter. 
ret feel that yow’re any less under suspicion than the} “Where?” bellowed Dorman, wheeling about. 
otne} s. Close the door from the other side.” _He espied Bob, just coming through the doorway. ~ 
Bo BD tevped! from the private office into the long corri-} “There you are, you little brat!” bellowed Dorman. 
. dor that, ran to the big counting-room up on the second} “Make good!” cried some one, 
floor | Ee this great et on =e street, Boston, “You bet I will!” asserted the head porter, swinging 
I his fists as he ran forward. “Brisbane, you little- ”? 
Then Bob sailed in for all lie was worth, 
He ducked, caught Cluck: by the et and sent that 





- 


In the next seat the boss added: 
“You’re through here! Git—and stay!” 
But Bob, never heeding his employer, stood glaring he 
the doomed form of the head porter, 
In that one fall Cluck Dorman had had soit ae 
There was a big lump on the back of his head, and one 
h a ( of his shoulder blades was badly hurt, though not broken. 
aa ‘You little liar! You thief! You——” “Got enough, Cluck?” Brisbane demanded, quietly. 
That was as far as Payson got. “Oh, Ill fix you, later,” half-sobbed the big fellow. 
rl “Any old time will do,” Bob answered, quietly. 
that * struck straight from the shoulder. | “Brisbane,” demanded Allison, “did you hear what 1. 
me right, too, on rere s left eye. said ?” 
| “Something about going, wasn’t it?” asked. the boy, 
ene with a cool smile, ae 
“And going quick, and staying away,” fumed the em-— 
“JT don’t want anybody like you around here any 
ge es rise again, lay on the floor. cats i 
2 | tattle- tale!” EY Rondick, “You sneaking} “Oh, you'll see things different in a few re > Bob \ 
_ You-—”’ asserted, positively. 
“Git! There’s the gate!” 
“You'll let me get my hat and coat, won't you?” 
“Tf you get them quickly enough,” glared Allison, | 
He tained in, four. or five blows on Rondick,| “Oh, thank you, sir,” and Bob, with another smile, and 
ey cried quits. making a rather pronounced bow, sidled past the boss., 
There was something i in the Pat eyes, though, that 


a 
aA Ld» 


Upstairs, our hero stepped lightly, ie through the 
counting-room to where his hat and coat hung. file Say 3 
“Good boy!” came several approving.murmurs. 

“You did it up brown—a great, good job!” | 
_ Payson and Rondick were at a sink, washing away the | 


They did not turn. Baekewe gave them only one emi ; 


jing look as he reached for. his belongings. | ritioe § = 
Then he wheeled toward the other clerks, # a 

_ “Fellows, I’m through here, so I hear,” the ae om 3 
es ? Pa iS tical, “@Good-by and thanks to all who hays 6 bee 


rs 1 es le. to me or who wanted to es.) ae En ee 











ug ust a little bit of a cheer oe started, but the door 
aes and Frederick Allison strode into the room. The 
cheer died. 
But Bob, with his head still mighty high, walked swift- 
ly to the door that ene on the stairs eee to the 
street. 


He was satisfied with himself as he reached the street.. 


But a walk of a few blocks took most of the satisfaction 
_ away from him. 

“Blazes! What’ll ‘mother think?” he quivered, a great 
_ lump rising in his throat. “That seven dollars a week 
came in mighty handy to her. She can’t spare a cent of 
it, either. Now, if I start in a new place, I can’t hope to 
get over four dollars a week. Oh, dear, it seems so fine 
to be cock of the walk, and to do all the crowing. That 
lasts for just about five minutes. Then a fellow sobers 
down. I don’t care, for myself, but what will mother ever 
do?” 

Right in the midst of the crowd Bob Brisbane stopped, 
leaning against the wall of one of the high buildings ap 
on Tremont street. 

“Whew! But this is going to be tough, if I don’t get 
another job that pays as well !” 

The tears were in his eyes now, as he thought of that 
worn, white-faced, suffering, patient little mother. 

He was her sole support, except for the few dollars that 
she was now and then well enough to earn by trimming 
hats for her neighbors. 

“We've been poor. enough all along,” choked the boy. 
“Now, we'll be like church mice. Oh, dear! Not that 
I’m sorry about the big kick. That was coming to me, 
and I had to make it, or I couldn’t have held the job, any- 
way. But why did Allison have to ,get mad because I 
defended myself? I wonder if I couldn’t square this with 
him? Can’t I appeal to his sense of justice? He must 
have one—sometimes! I’ve heard that he isn’t so bad a 
_ nian when he leaves his office. Ginger! Shall I try?” 
If Bob’s mind was in any doubt, then his feet were 

settling the question for him. 
_. For he found himself walking back toward High street. 

“The old man ought to be feeling good by the time that 
he leaves his office,”? murmured the boy. “He goes about 
five, and itll soon be that. Oh, dear! I’ve got to do 
something to keep that seven per!” | 

Bob’s walk ended on High street, a bit above the Alli- 
son building. The boy stepped into a doorway from which 
he could watch the door through which his boss would 
come out. 

The first person whom he saw come out was a faded 
little woman of middle age, dressed in dingy black. 

Yet there was a look of distinction about her, despite 
her shabby-genteel appearance. 
_ As she came nearer, Bob saw tears in her eyes. 

Then, suddenly, she reeled. 

_ Like a flash, the boy was across the street. He caught 
oe supporting her. 
“aM, madam | 2” he asked. 


sk ey. 


THE BOY "WHO ‘BALKED. 


pay’ll be ready for you Saturday.” 












“No-0-0, 7. think bt * Sophia the ‘woman, intly, 
“Just tired, I fancy. But thank you for co. ning to m 
aid. I’m stronger now.” i 

“Haven’t I seen you in Allison’s office ey Bob inquire 

“Very likely. I am Mrs. Bostwick.” 

“Why, the firm used to be Allison & Bostwiek, Pre 
heard. Are you the former partner’s wife, if I am not 
rude in asking?” 

“T’m Roger Bostwick’s widow,” the woman roti 
wearily. “Mr. Bostwick was Allison’s partner, alone 
Mr. Allison says not!” she added. 

“Says Bostwick wasn’t his partner! ?”? queried Bob, curi- 
ously. 

“Yes; that is, Mr. Allison claims that the arena 
was dissolved long before it was. He’s a hard man. Right- 
fully, there is a good deal of money coming to me. But 1} 
can’t find the papers of that partnership, and so can’t 4 
get a lawyer to take up the case for me.” sy 

“It’s a shame—a rank shame! That’s the kind of a 
man Allison is, too!” 

“YJ—TI don’t know why I’ve told you so much,” cried the 
woman, starting suddenly, as if she had just waked up. 
out of a trance. | 

“Ti’s all right, ma’am. You’re quite safe in telling 
me,” Bob made haste to assure her. 

“Do you mind helping me > to my car? It passes the 
corner.” 

“And yow'll be all right, then?” questioned our hero, 
anxiously. 

“Quite all right, thank yOu if I once ae aboard ee 
car.” 

Bob gladly escorted her to the car, then came back a 
resume his wait for Allison. } 
The street was not quite so crowded with pase ee 

now as it had been. 

The business crowd was nearly all of the street, and it 
was still too early for the throngs of working people to 
come out of these great buildings. 

“There’s the boss,” clicked the boy, suddenly. | 

Paling a bit, he started forward, 

“Mr. Allison,” appealed the, boy, stepping up close to 
the man, who was walking rapidly. 

“Well?” demanded the boss, wheeling, then ape 


|“So it’s you, you young ruffian ?” 


“That’s rather a hard name, isn’t it, sir?” auked the 
boy. ) 
“You seemed bent on trouncing my whole establish 


|ment this afternoon.” 


“T had to make a kick, sir, to save myself. And I struck 
only the enemies I made by the kick.” . 


“T don’t want you, anyway,” sniffed Allison, “Your , 









“Mr. Allison,” urged Bob, eagerly, yet a bit stifly, ‘ 
“you don’t realize what that little seven dollars meuns oO 
me. I don’t say a word for myself. eu my mot 
“You mother!” sneered Allison. _ | 
Bob went alien white ee she w wet 


a; \ 








Pied as Shek: cpp ‘Gey: 


+ Offer: I saw the whole affair—heard what was said, — 


@ “hg cei pr EreeerS Ee “The | too,” continued the tall man. “The boy is not at fault.” 5 























CHAPTER II. 
A BARGAIN IN GRUDGE. 


And he got it. 
_ Bob’s right hand registered a “kick” on his former 
boss’s jaw. 

Another blow caught the man on the end of his rather 
BB ominert nose just as he was going down. 

- d With a roar of mingled anger and pain, Allison tried to 
1 se to his feet, while a crowd ran to the scene from all 
‘quarters. 

- Crack! A blow on the tip of the chin sent iattioon Pacis 
to a seat on the pavement. 

m1 ) “Stay there until you can be decent!” quivered Bris- 
Bo, , holding himself ready to send in more “kicks.” 

; But a man behind our hero in the crowd jerked the boy 


a. 


a . you been to hold me so that bladvetasa can 
i. “me?” panted the enraged youngster, fighting to 


ee ) off, you blackguard !” warned Bob, falling into 
ae n of readiness. 


4 , <Who me you, sir?” somiinind the 
he caught sight of Allison’s damaged face. 
! ce young: eed !” cried the man, point- 


= Bie: apagailend a cold, firm 
z all, i fresh-faced and. rosy, | 
-. qparnite red. 


a Bloeey. silk hat, 


“Keep out of this, can’t you, Holcomb?” pale Fred- a 
erick Allison. 

Bob started. Holcomb was the name of Allison’s keen- 
est rival in the leather trade. This must be the man him- 
self. . : 

Holcomb; without favoring Allison with a look, re- 
sumed : 

“Officer, the man insulted the boy’s mother. That is, 
he reviled the mother’s good name. Hither you or T, offi- 
cer, would pound the head off the fellow who said as much 
about our mothers. The boy’s not to blame.” 

“Arrest that young wretch!” raged Allison, pressing 
forward and glaring at his business rival. 

“T heard the whole thing, too,” spoke up a quiet man in 


the crowd. “I back up ‘the other witness. The boy was 
not to blame. He’d have been a cur if he hadn’t struck 
out.” 


“Do. you press the charge?” demanded the officer, favor-. 
ing Allison with a not very respectful look. 

“If he does,” muttered Holcomb, “I'll bail the young- 
ster out and send my own lawyer to court to defend him.” 

“Do you press the charge?” insisted the officer, speak- 
ing rather roughly this time. 

“No-o-0,” denied Allison, feebly but angrily and sek 
lenly. 

“You're not my prisoner, then,” nudged the officer, 
releasing his hold on Brisbane’s collar. “And my own 
notion, kid, is that you’re just the right kind of ticket!” 

Followed by jeers and hisses, Allison slunk Paplay 
away. 

Some of the crowd remained to thank Bob, after. our 


. | hero had thanked the officer. 


Holcomb stepped back out of the way, standitig close’ 
to the wall of the nearest building until the little, con | 
gratulating crowd had dispersed. 

Then he called: 

“Boy, come here!” 

“Well, Mr. Holcomb?” Brisbane inquired, going over to 
the one who had saved him from trouble. “But, first of 
all, I want to thank you, sir.” - 

“Thank me for nothing,” retorted Mr, Holcomb, with © 
a smile. “I’m the one who wants to thank you. I’ve 
Awanited to thrash Allison many the time and oft, but he 
never gave me an opening. Say, you did him up well, 
boy, and you gave me the huge pleasure of helping you in 
a way. I assure you'the pines is all mine. What’s your 
name ?” 

“Robert Brisbane.” ‘el 

“Brisbane, you’ve given me so much pleasure that I — 
want you to give me the further pleasure of taking you — 
along to dinner with me. Will you go? We can get a — 
famous dinner in a private room at the Parker House.” 

“Ym afraid I don’t just look the part,” protested Bob, 


«6 “Oh, we can soon fix that. In fact, Brisbane, iL want to 
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4 5 fx Seine for the youngster who helped to square me 
Ai? with that slimy rascal. Come on, now; let me manage 
i ings for the next two or three hours. I'll get a lot of 
fun out of it, and you won’t be wasting your time, either.” 
Witk a great leap at’ the heart, Bob suddenly realized 
that Holcomb, head of a house in the same line of busi- 
ness, might be very much inclined to make up for the loss 
of a job by the offer of another. | 
“Thank you, and I’ll take your advice, sir,” Bob as- 
sented. : 

To himself he murmured: 

“This is downright luck! It may prove a windfall !” 

still chatting, and in high good humor, Holcomb took 
the boy up on Washington street. ~ 

TUhere, in the course of the next hour, such a change 
was wrought in the looks of Bob Brisbane that he simply 
couldn’t realize his own reflection in the mirror. 

_ fe was togged out, from head to foot, in the best that 
this clothing store contained. 

More than that, witn the old things, that were to go to 
Bob’s little homhe out in Melrose, a supply.of linen, under- 
wear and neckties was added. 

Near the door of the store Mr. Holcomb stopped to buy 
a small, neat pocketbook. 

Into this he folded away a brand-new twenty-dollar bill. 
_ “Carfare,” he smiled, tucking it into Bob’s inner pocket. 
“Now, for that dinner !” 

But in the lobby of the Parker House Brisbane thought 
of one thing that had escaped the other, 

“I must send word to my mother,” he pleaded. “TI must 
telegraph her, or she’ll be worried at my not coming 
home.” 

“Good boy!” nodded Holcomb, pointing. 
send a wire right over there.” 

©0 Bob. wrote his mother’s address on a yellow blank, 
and right below it these words; 

“Detained on important business.” 

“1 hope I can make that good,” sighed the boy. 
he turned to follow his host to the elevator, 

Such a wonderful dinner as was served to them up- 
stairs Bob had sometimes heard about, but had never sat 

‘down to. 3 | 
_ And before it had gone far his host had brought out the 
whole story of the boy’s troubles with Allison. 

“He’s served me many a dirty trick,” muttered Hol- 
comb. “I wish I had had the fun of getting square with 
him as well as you did, Id like to—well, as the boys say, 
‘just soak him! ” 

“Somebody ought to,” Brisbane assented. 
Then, suddenly, he remembered that weak, faded little 
woman whom he had talked with a little while before. 

“Excuse me, Mr. Holcomb,” broke in Bob, “but did 

- you ever know a about Mr. Bostwick, Allison’s 
partner?” 


“You can 


Then 


i replied Holcomb. “That was before I came tga the busi- 
Botts in Pasion. Why! pe? 


a ee OR scr | THE BOY WHO ‘BALKED._ 


| Allison settle with the woman. But I haven't the money 


Tun up there now and see what there is in the case. 


“About all I know i is that there was some such party,”. 

















eecbaae anseribed ae ibe of the afternoon aca 
“That’s just like Allison’s dirty tricks,” comme! n 
the host. “I’m willing to guarantee that oh: wong 
story is straight.” (ag 
“Tt’s too bad she can’t find a way to force Alison 
settle with her,” Bob cried, warmly. pu 
“Tt certainly is. But don’t you suppose, Rribangs th i 
something could be found out from past records?” a |p i 
“If the woman had the money to hire a lawyer, or some 2 
one,” our hero rejoined. “But I’m certain that Mr: 
Bostwick hasn’t any money for that sort of thing. Now 
See here, Mr. Holcomb, nobody would like better than : 
to find out all about this, and be the means of making t 


for the expense of finding out.” i as r 
“T have,” replied the host, musingly. - iy 
“Just the point!” cried Bob. “Id like to put in the | 

services, if someone would put in the money, I feel sure 

T could find out something. Are you—are you x : 
“Am I willing to put up the cash?” smiled Holesniae’ 

“Well, now, I don’t know. What would it cost to make a - 

start on the job—enough of a start to get a look at the 

chances on the case?” 

“Put me on it, at the start, anyway,” proposed our 
hero, eagerly, “and I’ll work for the same I’ve been geld 
ting—seven dollars a week.” 

“We'll call it ten,” returned Mr, Holcomb, after a. foit = 
minutes of thought. “And J’ll stand all reasonable ex-" 
pense, too. We can iry it for a week or two, anyway, and | 
see what you can find out. Yes; I'll risk the try, and the 
cash to fry, if you'll pladee your word to keep my name 
out of it.” 

The dinner was over now. Holcomb was leaning back, 
smoking a cigar. 1 

He rang for a waiter and ordered a directory brought. 4 

Mrs. Bostwick lives on upper Shawmut avenue, right 
in a.shabby-genteel lodging-house section,” Holcomb re- | 
marked, writing down the address on a slip of paper, — 
which he handed to our hero. “It’s early. Suppose you ~ 
1ie4 
yowre not smart enough to get the woman to talking — 
freely, then you're not smart enough to go any further — 
on the case, anyway. Tell you what, Brishane! Tele- % 
phone me at the Algonquin Club when you’ve got a report — 
to make, And now I’m off, and glad to have run across — 
you youngster. Keep track of me, and, if you do anything — 
good, you'll not\be sorry. Oh, I forgot—expense money.” — 

A few more banknotes came into sight, which the aston- | 
ished youngster nervously tucked away in his new pocket- $4 
book. Sealy 
Five minutes later Brisbane found himself on a Benoa oh 
car, whirling away up. towards the Roxbury aehiore of a 
Boston. a 

“Ts this real life?” throbbed the boy. “Oh, say | Che a ; 

Yet he pinched himself, to se is sure a he 
was awake. ee e 

ag dream yp ce chucked ctaly. “At nd ¢ at 








inst 1 him until he started in to say lying |bane launched into his object. 


to run. old Allison dyes} ‘Yet * never whad N ow, with all the eloquence at his command, Bob ria 


io.F (a 





ut my mother. And he never even saw that He told the astonished woman, that there was ‘ney 


0. ld soul.” eee 2 waiting to be used’ in the defence of her rights, if only 






bin a “High eres establish those rights. 


aa he had any inkling of how bavage an enemy |be suspicious over any such amazing offer. 
* But our hero stuck splendidly to his guns. 7 


| ‘Oh, wouldn’t I like to do the job up brown?” quivered “Now, Mrs. Bostwick,” he urged, “I can’t tell you who 
p ce “Allison worships money, too. It'll be has employed me on this wonderful, glorious, splendid 


5 
ve. 
i 


Bob's face darkened as he remembered that ¢ encounter |She could furnish the clues that would make it Pose to 


5 Fred erick Allison would have slept much worse that| It was plain that she doubted; natural that she should 


Pekan | if ipa. Bostwick can only be helped to make him work. But I can tell you what you can do to reassvre 


3 band out a hundred thousand or two!” yourself. Come out to Melrose with me to-morrow, and 






i ae But these were only dreams—visions ! Bob’s face dark- | 
n ened | as soon as he realized the fact. 
“Tf there’s any possible way,” he gritted, clenching his 


is 


ie Ee hands ‘honesty that gleamed in his eyes, had their effect on the 
Ps woman. 


find out whether I’m reckoned as straight or crooked.” 


In course of time he found himself at the address given 

Be ‘in the directory—a rather dingy, three-story building. 

- When the door opened in answer to his ring, Bob almost 

_ started back. 

Certainly, he felt as if his breath must leave him. 

" ‘For the door had been opened by a radiant vision of 

girlish prettiness. 

‘ _ About sixteen she looked: to be, handsomely moulded, 
- tall and slender—a black-haired girl with gleaming black 

ae ee 

~~ Her dress, though very plain, didn’t look dingy. 

Nothing could look shabby. or dingy on such a girl, Bob 


By degrees she thawed. At last Bob was deep in the 
erick Allison. 


heap about ae, But I’m sure there’s a way to prove your 
husband’s rights, now that there is money ready for the 
investigating and the fighting. I can’t say much more to- 
night until I’ve seen Mr. Hol I mean, until Pve 
seen the lawyer of the folks behind me. But I'll rush all 
{I can. And you'll trust me, won’t you?” | 





mer 


story of her husband’s defrauded partnership with Fred- 


there, among the people who’ve always known me, you can — 


But his own glowing, ardent face, and the look of entire | 


“Madam,” quivered the boy at last, “I don’t ‘baa a 


y Beda i. . Aoch the woman, though there were tears just behind the smile. — 
ee «Whom d bt ba) i ber ead lack i “And you'll let me run in as often as I need to see x 
Be ee ye hee Pee ee es you, won’t you?” suggested the boy, rising and holding 

___ the boy who had been suddenly struck silent. ae on ° : 

i é“ é< . 

i eee Can 1 set eae ft Ni, “Why, surely,” she answered, as if in some surprise. | 
Es “About renting a room?” asked the girl, moving aside oi may pave to von Ut. pretty OH n i ae uae 
Peng, ry . through the boy’s mind as the memory of that pretty face 


for him to enter. 

“Then Mrs. Bostwick runs this place,” Bob discovered, 
taking in, in a flash, the worn appearance of things in the 
hallway. “Poor soul!” 


and tall, slender young figure rose before him. 

“Clara has gone att, or I’m sure she’d be glad to meet 
you, ” went on the woman. 

So Bob had one more bit of information for which he 


aes Cs i was thankful. He knew her name. 
ve I—I want to see her on business, please, ‘the boy eX-| ‘Then, in a transport of joy, the boy hurried to the near- 
f _ plained. est telephone station, and got Mr. Holcomb on the wire. 


| “Then step in here,” requested the girl, smiling and 
eS + gool. “Vl tell mamma.” , 

_ Bob stepped into the parlor and sat down. Then he 

“looked curiously about him. 

The little parlor wasn’t exactly sinh. That. is, 
-. baie attempt had been made to make things look fresh 
s } and fairly new. 
A swish of skirts at the doorway. > 
oe bs - Then there entered the same e faded little woman whom 


“It sounds good—really good,” was that gentleman’s 
comment. “Come to see me at noon to-morrow. Come 
here to the club, too, for Allison doesn’t belong here.” — 

It was an excited but sweet night’s sleep that Bob Bris- 


ful night ; 
CHAPTER IT. 

- SOMEONE EATS HIS PECK OF DIRT. | oe 
“For a kid, I’m rather well pleased With myself.” 
That was what Bob Brisbane told his sate about a, 

week later. 


“You mustn’t get too large a natiod of Shp ir! ot at 
hit 







ay 4 EY daughter told me > that ‘you wished to. see me ee 
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tonce, Robert,” his mother smiled. 


uJ y it? 
(ies RS nye ynn 
‘ \ ’ j 


“I—I think I shall have to. . Yes, certainly,” smiled 


a{bane got when he tumbled into bed, late, on that wonder- 


\ 
‘ 
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Be you can’t judge whether I’ve done exactly well.” 
(“You've told me that Mr. Allison used you very shame- 


fully, and discharged you, and that someone else, who has 


interests against Mr. Allison’s, has employed you on some 
confidential work.” 

_ “That’s it, mother,” Bob nodded. 

 “Tt’s honest work, of course, and so I.don’t need to 


_ worry or feel afraid of mayInE to be ashamed,” pursued 
Mrs. Brisbane. 


_ “No, mother; you’ll never have to feel ashamed of 
what I’ve'done so far. In Fach, I hope you’ll be rather 
proud later on.” 
From which it will be seen that our hero was a + paod 
enough business man to keep his own counsel in whatever 
he undertook for others. 


To-day Bob was at home for the simple reason that his 

work for Holeomb had come to a standstill. 
~ lt would be another day or two before his employer’s 

lawyer could advise as to the next step to be taken. 

Briefly, the case, as far as it had developed, was this: 

Roger Bostwick had been dead ten years. 

Twenty years before he had been a junior partner of 
Allison’s. 

By degrees, Bostwick had made himself more and more 
valuable. 


At the time of his death Roger Bostwick owned a one- 
third interest in the business of the great leather house. 

But, after his death, the only partnership paper that 
could be found was the old, original partnership paper 
that called for but a tenth interest in the business. 

Right after the death of Bostwick a fire, set or caused to 


be set, undoubtedly by Allison, had destroyed all of the | 


firm’s books that had any bearing on the matter. 
And so the widow had been forced into taking-a price 
' that represented a tenth of the firm’s assets. 
Roger Bostwick had always lived well. 


Hence the money grudgingly paid to the widow by] 


Frederick Allison had gufficed only to pay Bostwick’s debts 
and to leave a small margin that had been invested by the 
widow in a lodging-house. 
Mrs. Bostwick, knowing well enough, though unable to 
prove, her husband’s larger interest in the firm, had often 
tried to induce Allison to do her justice. 
But now Holcomb’s lawyer was behind the case, with 
Bob doing, most of the investigating. 
_ An important part of the case hinged around the record 
of a sale of real estate by. the firm some twelve years he- 
fore. 


This record of the deed would help to clear the briers 


_ that stood in the path of Mrs. Bostwick’s investigators. 
_ And Bob, only the day before, had found bo rae of 
_ that deed in the county records. 
He had been copying it, in fact, when Allison had ar- 
an ‘rived there. | 
ey Allison inquired for the volume, 
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county office. <oiles 
Bob had turned around, with a start, is find F 
Allison staring at him. — | 
But Allison’s own start was the ean: Ns 
Brisbane’s ex-boss hurriedly left the room. I i Bhi 
But he made inquiries and learned that. Bob had be 
looking up the record to that, very deed. | a 
And now our hero, having turned the copy of. the de 
over to Holcomb’s lawyer, was ees, a day off at home 
await further orders. tated 
It was the meeting with Allison in the record office that | 7 
particularly pleased the boy. | 
“It7ll get Allison uneasy at once was the way Hele | 
son, Holcomb’s lawyer, had put it. “If Allison thinks we a 
are getting on his trai] he’ll get nervous and be in a better 
frame of mind for settling.” 
So, since the lawyer was pleased, Bob was silence too. 1 
“Tf we can only get the thing through,” ‘sighed the boy. ' a 
“If Ido really help, Holcomb will be sure to give me some ~ 
sort of good position in his office. He isn’t the kind ‘gt? 
fellow to forget those who please him. And Clara will be (Z 
so grateful, too.” ae 
For Clara had met our hero twice since that first meet 
ing at the front door. 
On neither occasion had she talked long with the boy. 

But she knew the nature of his business, and her inter a 
est in Bob Brisbane’s success was naturally enormous. ee 
“Td like to know what that coarse brute, Allison, is ¥y.3 
thinking about to-day,” chuckled our hero. (con 

He was sitting by the front door of the little five-room tg 
cottage, out in the suburbs of Melrose. ee 
The cottage was a one-story affair, with a tiny attic. 1 
Less than half an acre of ground lay around the house 
as a part of the place. | | 
Mrs. Brisbane had gone out into the aig to potter 
away at her little flower-beds. Bob followed to watch, 
and, if wanted, to help. TOD 
“Ts that messenger boy coming here?” asked Mrs. Bris- 
bane, rising to look. “TI hope it’s not bad news.” Ce 
“More likely a telegram from Hodgson,” mused Bob to — 
himself, going down to the gate to meet the boy. | 
The telegram was for himself. Our hero gave a start — 
as he read the signature of Allison. | : 
This was the text of the message: 


“Need you at our office. Past forgotten. Come at 
once.” beh | amas i 
“Oho!” throbbed the boy. Rue 
“Any answer?” queried the messenger bey! sib 
“No? af 
Then, after showing the telegram to. his mother ‘arate a 
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os et off “collect.” Then he turned home- 
‘ward, chuckling. — 
oe FS Nor had he been at home a great while when the mes- 
it “senger reappeared. He brought a message from Allison, 


i - Which Pend : 
a mH 






a “Shall see you to-night.” 


ae oe enough, ” chuckled the boy. “Oh,*won’t it be fun 

nt seeing what that cld brute’s game is.” 

a But to his mother Brisbane explained: 

a “You'd better call somewhere to-night, mother. Alli- 

i son is a foul-mouthed brute sometimes. I don’t want you 

to hear his language.” : 

So by seven o’clock in the evening Mrs. Brians was 
away. Bob held forth alone. — 

- Daylight taped, dark coming on. Still no sign of Alli- 
“son. 

“He’s pata cagey, after all,” murmured Bob, disap- 
ge pointedly. “Oh, I did want the fun of laughing at him.” 
Ag he sat there, out in the dark front yard, it struck the 
boy how lonely the spot was. There were no houses close 
a by and few passersby along this road. 

_ “Mother’ll be out until ten. That leaves a fellow rather 
"lonesome, ” yawned Bob. 

But his jaws closed with a snap suddenly. 
road heavy footsteps sounded. 

Could this be Frederick Allison? Bob listened. Then 
_ he made out the broad figure of a man approaching { the 
gate. 

_ “Does Robert Brisbane aie here? ?” demanded a familiar 

HeeNOsCOss: |; 

“He does. Walk in, Mr. siibdow ” 
The gate was swung open. Allison, dressed with a Tittle 
| ‘more care than usual, came up the path, swinging a rather 
heavy. cane. | 

“Howdy, Brisbane,” nodded the merchant. 

a “Howdy,” Bob returned, drily, and, rising, pushed for- 
inked a chair on ‘the grass. 

_ “It?s cooler out here, Mr. Allison, ” suggested the boy. 

ei ie pine in the house ?” | asked the merchant, glanc- 
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eer blade of the sword cane raised, renee 


“Why do you want me?” asked the cae curtly. oe aa 

“Well, er—er—we’re short of the right kind of clerks. 
And you’re a good one.” 

“Come right to the point, Mr. Allison. You didn’ 
come out here because you really need me on your office 


|force. Come right to the point, and out with the truth, 


or I shall be yawning again.” 

“Brisbane, what are you doing these days?” 

“Why, that’s my business, Mr. Allison. And, if there’s Ss 
anything you want to know it’ll be best to come right to 
the point and not waste any time fishing. Understand?” 

Bob was getting huge satisfaction out of tormenting 
this former boss. ; 

For a few moments Allison chewed at the end of his 
cigar. Then, of a sudden, he demanded, almost in a> 
whisper : 

“Brisbane, are you working any game against—well, 
against my interests in any way?” 

“T told you before that I declined to discuss my busi- 
ness in any way. Tell.me just what you want, and [ll 


tell you whether I’ll answer.” 


“Brisbane, will you come back into my office and work 
for my interests in every way, if I pay you twenty dollars 
a week?” 

“No,” Bob retorted, tae ) 

“For twenty-five, then?” 

One. 

Allison roge to his feet, wheeled and glared at the boy. — 
- ©You’ve answered me—all I need to know!” the mer-— 
chant grated, harshly. “You’re working against me, and 
getting well paid for it. Else you’d jump at an offer of 
three times what you’re worth.” | 

“Well?” demanded Bob, mockingly. He, too, had risen. 

“You take a lot of delight out of tormenting me, don’t 


|you?” glared Allison. 


“T do,” Bob retorted coolly. cy get all the pleasure 
there is in baiting a blackguard !” 

“Be careful!” warned Allison, lifting his cane threat- 
eningly. | 
“Bosh!” snapped the boy. “I’m not afraid ef you!” — 

He spoke with such evident truthfulness, with such a 
sense of power, and with so much of mockery that Alli- | 
son’s conscience reeled. 

Maddened, the merchant did what he had not thought 
of doing before. 

Raising the cane like a flash, Allison brought it down 
on the boy’s head. — 

Down to the grass, like a clod, went our hero, and a 
not move. 

With a cry, half of rage and half of fear, Allison, debut | 
ing a short sword-blade out of the cane, bent over the boy. 

CHAPTER IV. | 
“OVER THE FENCE IS OUT OF LUCK!” 


For an instant Allison, after bending over, with the 
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alarm. “It would be fearful to be arrested for murder! 
Yet I am sure he is trying to expose and send me to prison 
a ruined man!” 

He listened, but could hear no. other human being near 
them... 

ey might do it safely: after all!” throbbed: the atts 
“No one could prove I had been here. I could show up 
at the railroad station, ask the way here, and hire someone 
to bring me out here. Then we could discover the crime, 
and I wouldn’t be suspected.” 

Crime! The word gave the brutish aneoheial a shiver 
for just an instant. — 

It wasn’t the thought of crime itself, though, but the 
dread of punishment. . 

_ “I can do it safely,” he assured himself, “One or two 
good thrusts—then weight the cane and sink it in the 
river. The boy, finished, will be one foe of my way! 
1t’ll be a warning to the others, too!” 

Again he listened for sas. of anyone coming that 
way. 

All the while Bob lay without stirring. 

“T can do it—and I will do it!” quivered Allison, his 
mind made up for the fearful deed at last. “He is in the 
pay of an enemy of mine, and it is my business to get rid 
of my enemies.” 

Bending over once more, Allison, gripping the handle 
of the sword cane, looked for what might be“ vine best spot 

_ into which to thrust the steel. 

“cod evening !” hailed a curious voice frons behind. 

With a gasp of terror the merchant wheeled around, 
staring wildly toward the gate, from which direction the 

- voice had seemed to come. ' 
_ Drawing in his breath sharply, Allison bent forward to 
get a better look out into the darkness. 

Flop! Crafty Bob Brisbane was upon his feet j in a ‘a jiffy. 

Allison heard the sound of this movement. 

But, ere the merchant could turn or move, Bob had 
pounced upon -his enemy’s right wrist, wrenching the 
sword cane from him. 

Back a couple of steps sprang Bob, laughing hugely. 

“Fooled you, did I?” taunted the boy. 
take this away from me if you can!” 

“What are you talking about?” faltered the merchant. 

“Guess!” came the crisp retort. 

“What do you mean by drawing a weapon on me?” 
blustered Allison, growing suddenly bold 

It was Bob’s turn to gasp. 
“What?” he panted. 

tat DPOp that weapon, you young scoundrel !” 
~ “So you can pick it up?” mocked the boy at bay. 

“Tf you don’t drop that weapon I shall shout for help. 
You young assassin !” 

“Eh?” palpitated Bob. 

He dropped now. The mérchant, thinking someone 

vi Pols was near, was trying to fasten the change of assault 
e pen his former Ret: 
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Ta BOY WHO ‘BALKED. 


3 “What have I aa doing?” ” me caked of himself in awitt | 


“Come on and 


who had vanished into the darkness down the road. 










Then, sa as ae Bob ae to ebuel oI 

Allison stared at him. Bees 

“What’s so funny, you young sintderere? is snarlec . 

“You're talking for effect, so as to make it look" as. iff a | 
had been threatening you,” grinned. Bob. | 
chump! Didn’t you ever hear of ventloasies 2 ae 

“Ven——” - exploded Allison, wondennatiy | 
you Bee 

“T’ve had a lot of fun with the art,” rior ¥ sob. 
“Look out what you hear when you’re around me. Wh | 
you knocked me down I don’t know whether you stunned | 
me or not. But I opened one eye just in time to see 2 
bending over, looking as if you meant to stick this steel 
skewer into me. So I jobbed you. Listen!” s ve 

“Surrender, in the name of the law!” . 

~The merchant started, in spite of himself. Thoumee he 
saw the boy’s lips moving, the sound seemed to come from — 
behind, down by the mak a 

“You see how you got jobbed!” mocked Bob. “But we 
understand each other now, Allison. We can’t do any real 
business together—you and I, So—just fade! Skiddoo W-7 a 

“Kh? What?” 

“Twenty-three !” 

Allison still looked as if he didn’t understand. 

“A taste of your own medicine!” mocked the boy. 

Swift as thought, he danced around his former em- 
ployer. Ni 

Prod! That sharp point of steel went in theow ae the 
seat of Allison’s trousers. 

“Ouch!” roared the startled one. 

“Skiddoo! 
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“You young: a 
Beat it!” urged Bob, still dancing around 
his enemy. ‘Git—while you’ve got a chance!” 

Prod! Brisbane inflicted another jab. It must fee 
sunk quite a little way into the flesh. | 

Quivering, angered, yet afraid, now, of the light that 
danced in the boy’s eyes, Allisen aan turned and — 
raced for the gate. / 

But Bob headed him off, then veered. 

Prod! For the third time that steel sank in at the back 
of the merchant’s trousers, piercing the flesh just enough — 
to be felt disagreeably. 

And now the enemy was in full, frantic retreat. 

-Down the yard raced the merchant, with Bob in full. 
pursuit, but not taking too great pains to win in the race. — 
Gaining a bit, Allison braced both hands on the fence. 

Allison did his best to vault the fence. 

He succeeded in getting over, though he landed in a ~ 
heap on one shoulder on the sidewalk beyond. a 

“Oh, I’ll have more fun with you yet!” mocked the boy. — 

Bob, too, rested his hands on the fence, ready to vault. 

But Allison, with a mufiled yell, sprang up and ae to. i 
his feet as if for dear life. an 

Nor did Bob, once over the fence, try to pursue the man ‘ 


“T’ve had my fun,” chuckled the boy. 
use trying torubitin. Hullo!” a 
- His eye fell on something white that hy 0 on : 






“T's 3 no ere 


Oe: 













Lt was tee . snails 
- jee aoe in his hands i ina se ee 


, EBiaited part of the sword-cane. 
y _ Fitting the two together, he entered the house, stand- 
ing the sword-cane in the corner. 
Then toward the light he went, scanning the envelope. 
p Its surface was plain. 
_ “What’s inside, anyway?” wondered the boy. 
He took out two papers, spread them out and looked at 
| them intently. 
- Then he vented a half-smothered laugh. 
y, “Allison didn’t hesitate to have these with him, for he 


ye 


_ never looked for what happened. But his trip was mighty 
_ well worth while—for me! Papers, and just the kind we 


er 
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_ want for proving thé Bostwick case against him! Oh, if 
“ this isn’t luck !” 

* Bob Brisbane fairly danced about the little room. 

; “Thank you, Mr. eee thank you, indeed!” he 


chuckled. 







CHAPTER V. 


, 


THE SPIDER AND THE FLY. 





- What the papers were shall appear presently. 
_ It suffices to say now that, though they were not enough 
; ts prove Mrs. Bostwick’s case against Frederick Allison, 
yet these same papers, which the merchant had never 
looked to drop in the way he had done, were a big help in 
our hero’s case. 

Before going to bed that night young Brisbane took 
_ mighty good pains to hide both papers and sword-cane 
where no night prowler could have a chance to find them. 

In the morning he reported his new find to Lawyer 
‘Hodgson over the telephone. 
C _ “Good work,” answered Lawyer Hodgson’s voice over 
- the ’phone. 7 
a “Shall I bring the papers in to you?” 
_ “No. If Allison has any suspicion about us, he'll be 
ving sh office watched to see who comes here. Put the 
} Mail me ae of the paper, and 
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“Shall I see Mrs. Bostwick ?” Bob eee ie 
“By no means,” the lawyer replied. “Her bonny may 
be watched, too. We don’t want to give the enemy any 
real points. Our game is to keep him cma without 
letting him find out anything.” gs 

“Shall I write Mrs. Bostwick, then?” SES 

“Not by a long shot! The letter might ia into some- 
one else’s hands.” 7 

“That’s reasonable enough,” Bob muttered to himself. 
“But it’s just a bit tough not to be allowed near Mrs. 
Bostwick’s house, when lve particular reasons for want- 
ing to go.” 

“Just wait where you are for orders,” came the lawyer? s. 
final instructions. “It ought to be easy enough to loaf on 
pay. Of course, if anything turns up suddenly and unex- 
pectedly you'll have to use your best good sense, and let 
me know at once.” 

“Of course.” 

“That’s all. Good-by.” 

“Why, isn’t it splendid to have a position where you 
don’t have to work all the time?” cried Mrs. Brisbane 
when Bob, returning from the telephone office in Melrose, 
told his mother a part of his news. 

“Sometimes,” smiled the boy. 
heap rather work.” 

For the rest of the day there seemed pata left but 
to go fishing. 

It was a bit slow, but a rest isn’t so bad after all. 

“The best of it is,” reflected the boy, as he sat on the 
shaded bank of the stream and watched his float; “the 


“But just now, I’d a 


best of it is that, in the end, there seems to be a mighty 


good chance now to beat old Allison out. Mrs. Bostwick 

has promised me a good reward, if I win for her. And if 

I do Holcomb will be so mightily tickled that he’ll give 

me the best he can in his office. Altogether, Bob Brisbane, 

old boy, if you keep your head—and don’t let it get 

swelled, either—you’re likely started on your way to own-_ 
ing some of the good things of life!” ., 

With that thought, our hero fished on more fusaiy and 
more contentedly. | 

He even had the luck to land three fair-sized perch 
before the afternoon shadows lengthened out. si 

He was about preparing to start for home, when a one 
from behind broke in: 

“This, I think, must be young Brisbane. Your mother — 
said I’d find you here.” " 
. Bob had quickly wheeled ‘about. He found himself 
looking at a man of perhaps thirty-three years or so of 
age. Gr ‘ 
This stranger was but a little under six feet, lanky, a . 
bit awkward-looking, and with sandy hair and mustache. 

He looked as if he might bean average clerk, = 

“You seem to know my name,” Bob observed, still oye 
ing the other. 


“Ought to,” smiled the mathe “Eve had — de) 
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come to the house before starting, as I fear the place is 


being watched. Do not try to communicate with me until} 


you have put my business through with Mr. Nichols, who 
pre this, and who is an old and trusted friend. | 


“HELEN BOSTWICK.” 


4 


Bob stared curiously at the letter, turning it over and 
staring at it again. 
_. “That’s the writing of Clara’s mother, all right,” he 
_ mused. “T know, for I’ve seen some of her writing. But 
what. on earth can this mean?” 
Nichols, in the meantime, had not spoken, but stood 
- looking out over the water. 
“Well,” asked Bob, at last, “what’s the business ?” 
“Can we talk safely here?” Nichols demanded, cau- 
_ tiously, glancing all around him through the bushes.” 
“T don’t believe there’s anyone within earshot.” 
“WLet’s get out on the road. There we can talk and be 
sure that no one is listening.” 
- Bob nodded. He was keeping cool, as far as outward 
_ appearances went, but he was wondering with all his 
_ might what business Nichols could have with him. 
‘So far Clara’s mother had not attempted to take any 
_ charge of her business, but had left it wholly to the care 
| = Bob, of Holman and of Hodgson. 


The two walked together until they came to the road. 
“There, on a little bridge, after first glancing under the 
ae structure, Nichols began to speak. 

- “Yow’ll think I’m mighty cautious,” laughed the lanky 

; “but, on business of this kind, it pays to be.” 

Bob nodded. 
a Mrs. Bostwick,” began the lanky one, in a cautious 
* whisper, “has an idea that Allison had certain papers 

_ bearing on her case.” | 
ae “She has, eh?” asked Bob, giving no sign, though 

"Nichols was watching our hero’s face closely. | 

) “Yes, and she believes, further, that Allison lost those 
_ very papers.” 
“Where did she get that notion ?” 
_ “Because Allison has been trying, by a roundabout 
course, to get those papers away from her.” 
oa He haa?” a 
Still our hero was careful to give no sign. 
“Those papers,” Nichol continued, “were signed by 
both Allison and Bostwick, and relate to some sales of the 
_ firm’ s interests. In other words, those papers would go a 
“ong way toward establishing Mrs. Bostwick’s claims as 3 tto 
| the real nature of the partnership.” es 
- “T should say they might,” Bob admitted, slowly. 
N ichols looked at him sharply, in disoppentoents:) 
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ee “See here, Brisbane, don’t you trust me?” 


Bob looked eeiy at his questioner. eS 


i We, 
ie ae Wits 


ahs 





ee " «Trust the ae and do what ‘he suggests. _ Do not 







you,”’ Bob replied, slowly. 3 ont eee 


that Allison has lost the papers that he prized 80, o higt nly 


figures that, most likely, since you are on the fe mt 
trail, that the papers have dropped into your possess 


mured. 


ask you have you or have you not those papers?” 


BS Wy Rei aa 












a and I haan ee pane se | 
“She advises you to ‘rst me.’ » 


“Then, why don’t. you de it? * ce 
“Bor this very posal reason, Mr. dhs 


“You can al plait aaah at want w, one ] 





“Mrs. Bostwick,” pursued Nichols, ‘ig < quite conv 






. “You told me that before.” 
“Now, if Allison has lost them, why, Mrs. 










“That’s most ingenious of Mrs. Bostwick, # ’ Bob 







Nichols wheeled, fade him arcanly | on 
“Brisbane, ’m in a position to be of great servi 
Mrs. Bostwick, who is my friend and*your friend, tc 







“That’s a pretty big question,” smiled Bob. | tee 
Nichols gave a snort of impatience. = i ? 
“T can’t go any further with you, 3 Brisbane, anfeds you 
candid with me.” vA 
“You haven't told me yet wig you want to know.” ee eM 


























of the ee we're speaking of, I know whens to ae hold 
of other papers to compare. The other papers of which 
speak would complete the chain of evidence so that Alli- 
son wouldn’t have a leg to stand on. That’s why a want a 
to see the papers that I believe you have. If you won 4 
meet me half way, I shall have to report to Mrs. Bostwic 3 
that. you balked, and then I shall be te to drop out 
of the case.” ss. 
“Not at all,” Bob siteotal er you can lay your bands - 
on another set of papers, such as yon epenk os ones can 
bring them to me——” | ao 
“But I can’t. They're on file at a certain tie office, 
I can’t take them past the door of that room.” 
- “Oh?” mused Bob, looking at a Peeeony “Whe 
is that law office?” ae 
“In. New York City—on lawor + Broadway, hi be be more ‘ 
exact.” - | sat “4 
Bob thought afew moments. | i 
“N ichols, is there se oe Prevent m my going | to. 
York with you?” dati 
The other brightened up ¢ a en anake 
ron course at he Aen eagerly. ej 
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y Hope: our ertand isn’t going to Breve a fool- hase,” ae Bo 
.|remarked Brisbane, | P 
“That depends altogether on you, my oye You’re fie Ce 
only fellow who can make it a wild-goose chase.” | 
“Tll do my part,” promised our hero. ~ Ae 
“Let's stop talking about it, then,” begged Nichols. ‘v 
“The puree ten thing is getting on my nerves—T'm 80 ag 
anxious.” 
But at last the ae one declared that it was time for 
the start. 
| Taking the car downtown, they had at the end of thei 
ride a walk of less than half a block. 
“Here we are,” announced Nichols at last, as he ss 
ped in front of one of the tall sky-scrapers. “We'll go up 
n he had thought it all over. e on the elevator. But I hope, Brisbane, that you haven! t 


“Tonight? So that we can be there to-morrow morn- been fooling me; that you ‘can produce the papers.” 
, “Such papers as I have,” smiled our hero, and tapping 
his breast pocket, “are in here.” 
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a: ond hoe was ‘not t bothers “ih the details, would 
ot be likely to give any advice in the matter. | 
: “Yes; rl go to New York with you,” said Bob, at last, 


“Now, that’s good enough! That’s all right!” cried 
Nichols, in a relieved voice. Ay 
They went up in the elevator to one of the upper floors. 
| Then Nichols stopped before a door on which was painted 
the firm name of Wright & Steinbach. | 
Nor did Bob notice that the paint was very fresh. 
A bell rang as they passed in through the open doorway. , — 
Out came a dapper-looking young man, who eyed the 
visitors in this outer office. 


It was the ordinary outer office of a lawyers the kind of, 
; “You ve promised !” demanded Nichols, is shes that visitors wait 16, 


pleadingly. “You will keep your word?” “Ts Mr. Wright here?” asked Nichols. 
_ “T always keep my word,” retorted our hero, bluntly.}  «] think so, sir,” the clerk answered. 
“And those papers will be on hand, to compare them) «ask him bow. goon Hiecaan sae Mina Machel and 8 
re those that I show you?” fecena? 
) | Yes; if I have any.” et) “Very good, sir. Take seats.” : 
On your honor?? The dapper young man placed two chairs, the first for — 
Bie i Bob looked offended. Bob, and the hero seated himself. 3 | 
by hve already given you my word,” Bi answered, a bit} But Nichols remained on his feet, going over to one of 
| the windows to look out. | | 
As for the dapper young man, he dinapiane ee 
Not for a moment did our hero have any misgivings— 
not until a quick step sounded from behind, and a strong 
pair of lanky arms shot suddenly around his neck from 
behind. 3 
Hug! Nichols was fairly choking the wind eut of the 
boy, strangling him until our hero’s brain swam. 
Like a savage, Bob fought to get out of his fix. 
But, held close to the chair, and fast losing conscious- A 
ness, he was no match for his assailant. | | 
As in a dream, he saw the door opposite him open 
again. / 
Out darted the dapper young man, his eyes gleaming 
with the wicked work in hand. 7 a 
“The papers !” Bob heard Nichols’ voice cry hoarsely, | 4 
ass i fy | though the voice now sounded far away. “You'll Paes 
- end of the heal reli his office at eight | 0 ieldck, them in his inner breast pocket.” > fair 
2a wa 3 time t to. go over = mail before » ‘gal _ Wrench! The dapper young man’s trembling hand 
imyonie. 0 * ie, ree PT os SS jwas thrust in void Bob Brisbane’s coat. ay eee 


a “And the papers that you have——” 
_ “Assuming that I have any.” 
“You'll take them on with you?” 
“PH tell you just what I'll do,” returned our hero, 
b. Dancing carefully. “If I have any such papers as you 
suggest, then I’ll agree that they shall be in New York 
early to-morrow morning. It will be none of your concern 
s as: to just how the papers get there—assuming that I have 








ate “Pardon me,” urged Nichols. “But this is a matter of 
or more importance to me than you can understand. But 
a oi eee *ve given your word, and I’ll accept it.” 
ok * * * * * b * * 
“The hadnt train took the young men from Boston. 
They alighted at the Grand Central Depot early the 
_ next morning. 
All the way Nichols had proved himself to be a most 
"3 ie traveling companion. 
_ Now, he proposed that they go to breakfast together, 
Bi as it) was: much too . to go downtown to a lawyer’s 
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Pee are the papers—safe!” he cried, Tere up a | 
ln pee before the gloating eyes of the lanky one. 


CHAPTER VI. 
CHECKMATE. 


"Slip a gag in his mouth! I don’t want to kill him— 
not now, anyway,” whispered Nichols. 
Laying down the envelope, the dapper young man 
brought out from one of his pockets a wad of-cloth. 
_ This was forced into the now unconscious: boy’s mouth, 
and tied there. — 
| Next, with the swiftness of those long practised in the 
‘art, Nichols and his accomplice bound Bob in ship-shape 
fashion. | 


But Brisbane was not far gone. 

He came back to a knowledge of his surroundings just 
as they finished tying him. 

“Prop him in that arm-chair,” ordered ‘Nichols. 

Between them they lifted Brisbane to the arm-chair, 
taking a turn of the rope around his body and making 
him fast to the chair. 


_ “And now for the papers!” cried Nichols, exultantly. 

Bob opened his eyes to take in the scene. 

With trembling fingers, Nichols tore off the end of the 
envelope, brought out, and stared at—— 

A thick wad of J paper on which not a line had 
been written ! 


With a gasp, the rascal] turned the sheets over fast. 
But not a thing was there save blank paper. 
Quivering with rage, and his face a ghastly greenish 
color, the lanky one wheeled upon Bob Brisbane. _ 
That youth, gagged as hé was, was laughing heartily 
- with his eyes. 
“So you tricked us, eh?” quavered the lanky one. “Oh, 
a dear trick it will prove for you!” 
The dapper young man seemed wholly speechless with 
disappointment. 


He caught the wad of paper as it fluttered from Nich- |. 
ols’s hands, and stood looking at the useless stationery with 


an utterly hopeless look. 


“The reckoning will come for you all right!” uttered 
Nichols, savagely, shaking his fist before our hero’s laugh- 
“Oh, it was first-rate to play such a trick on 


ing eyes. 


- me, but now the settling time has to come. Wait!” 


coming at last out of his daze. 


ip “What for?” glowered. Nichols. 
“For the papers.” _ 


| _“Humph! This youngster is too slick to pave anything |< 


ae of the sort about him.” 
4 _ “Search, just the same.” 
- This cS did, even Be taking. off the we s shoes, 
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that they’re going to put me out of the way for good? i ; 











ja medley of them. a ie a : 


“Search him all over,” hinted the dapper young man, 


|whom a few. were a were mu shi ng i Fs 
























they divided before his - feeenin. oh 
‘They explored for a money | belt, and for: a a hidae 
but their main search was a useless « one, ie 


ised—but i in his head: a 
And there they were ‘ dumaitghiy kate: and ie 2c 
“Shall we make him tell where the papers really 


lasked the > dapper yore man, apatite: wy SE sa aa 


Bob’s eyes that confirmed that idea ae Ce 
“What shall we do with him, then?” asked the ‘aa ee 
one. <a x 
“Teach him sae to kiss himself good-by » uttered i 
Nichols, in a rage that was growing every minute. “eae 
Bob began to quiver inwardly. : 
He knew what a desperate gang he was up against. - 
“Kiss myself good-by?” he shivered. “Does that mee in 
ce 
The dapper man went past him and out of sight. 
Unable to turn, our hero could not see what be inter ¥ 
esting young man was doing. 
Yet the answer came soon enough. 
Something white—a towel, folded, passed betore 
boy’s face. * 
Then the air was full of a disgustingly sweet, tif 12 
| odor: 
“Chloroform !” throbbed the now berries boy. 
they do mean to kill me ?”” 


sige smell causing ‘ilies to fade atone his eyes 
For just a brief instant Bob Brisbane tried to! 
bound as he was, for all there was in him. wa 
But chloroform won. 
The world faded, and he knew no more. 
wt * * x x K 
. Yet he did not die. 
When Bob first realized. sailawe again, there 4 s 
plenty of air about him, and of the sweetest kind. a 4 
There was a swaying and a rocking—something soo! h- A 
ing about the motion, whatever it was. | | Be ae 
Moreover, there was a straining | and a creaking sound— 2 
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And the hurried passing of heavily-shod feet. 
“Haul in that fore-sheet! Lively now! Make 1 
Aloft, you, and shake out. the topsail !” 
Then Bob began to know where he was. — 
The fresh air, too, was waking up his senses. — 
He opened his eyes, and knew the kind off 
which he had dropped. _ Leen 
He was on a big, four-masted ae ‘ 


Ong: on ‘the. dark ‘Niiedeicomtoaatiy 


hie “w * en 7 mth. . “ gy 
| heed to this boy. | ae Depeee ele <i 
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alan gasped Bob, b be: + Hdpped 
I to o much’ for his still somewhat tangled mind. 
ie that supposed law office. a 
‘He remembered Nichols - the hse whe, too—and 


e Ss ; 


i earnings out of your grog: are a 
“ Hintle doevand:; and the mate’l] put you to work.” 


But Bob, making out that the speaker was standing on 
F the cabin-top, started astern, instead, clutching at the rail 


as he went. 


Nis) 
ALES 


“Forward, I told you, you lubber !” netged the baa 
voice. 
“But I pent onal 
. : “Forward !” 
> “T’ve.got to-——” 
> “Forward !” 
“Not until you’ve explained this all to me,” cried Bris- 
tare, desperately. “How do I come to be out here at 
sea? What does it all mean?” 
“Forward, I tell you! T’ll lay my fist ee you ina 
second, if you don’t start.” 
_ The speaker, a big, broad-shouldered man of middle 
ae with face of the isdiiea: and clothes of the bluest, had 
now leaped down from the roof of the cabin. | 
He came forward, as if meaning to thrash the boy until 
pe could not stand up. 
What does my being here mean ?” Bob quivered, with- 
aut flinching. 
“You re shipped aboard hardsathatis all,” roared the 
“big man. 
“Are you the camaler i ; 
“You'll find out I am if you don’t run when you get an 
order. Forward!” 
 “T won't! I won’t budge!” retorted Brisbane, stubborn- 
ly. “You can throw me overboard, if you want, but you 
es --ean’t make me do a thing until you ve explained . how I 
came to be here.” 
4 Bob stood now with his bank sto the oil; but with his 
hands out at either side supporting him. 
u ee Yow’ re the queerest lubber I’ve’ ever eye ” roared 
he pe ecbont, looking hard at the boy. 
citg eon didn’t ship me,” Bob sent rae 
_ Wel, your Meinl; sida om were drank nts the 
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18 BOY wHo BALKED. : 3 


a “Oho, we will, will we?” chuckled the red-faced cap oe 
| tain. 





“Lubber, you don’t seem to understand that you're a 

on a craft bound for Valparaiso.” . 
“Valparaiso?” uttered young Brisbane, chilled with — 

the horror of the thing. “But I tell you, captain, I’ve 


? {simply got to be put ashore.” 


re le cl ge ae nese hc RON 


“Ho, ho!” jeered the skipper. “Lubber, the first land 
we touch at will be Buenos Ayres, some weeks from now, 
and you won’t get ashore, either. Now, forward with 
you! >) \ 

The skipper’s hand gripped the boy’s shoulder so feeds 
ly, painfully, that our hero began to understand that he 
“jinust obey orders, for the present, anyway. 

“Captain, give me a little time,” he pleaded. “My head 
is so dizzy that I can’t stand up straight without holding © 
on to something.” 


“Can’t, eh?” leered the skipper, grinning at him srielks 
edly. “Then walk about a few minutes and get your legs 
on. But when I speak again, you jump! Do you hear 
me?” | 

sak: ooh ss ae 

“That’s more like it, lobhes > nodded the captain. 

He turned on his heel, going back to the quarter-deck. 

“Walk, I told you!” he roared, turning and glaring at 
the boy. “You can’t steady your head by standing still. 
Walk!” | 


Bob began walking feebly back and ae clutching at 
the rail. 

Truth to tell, his strength was coming bill to him fas- 
ter than he would care to have known. 


But he wanted time to think. 

“What on earth can this possibly mean?” he demanded, 
gaspingly, of himself. “Bound for Valparaiso? Why, 
that’s in Chili, and maybe a six months’ voyage from 
here—all the way around Cape Horn! Six months! Why, 
Allison can do everything in that time. Allison? Yes, 
that’s it! His infernal trick! I’m out of the way now. 
Six months? Why, mother’ll either starve or go to the — 
poorhouse in that time!” | 

The dizziness was getting into the boy’s head again, but 
from a different cause this time. 

Tricked? He had been so utterly fooled that his whole ; 
life must be spoiled for him now. 

“T can’t seem to believe it,” he moaned, and pinched - 
himself. ; 


4 


But he was wide paneeche very soon made wholly sure 
of that—and he was out on the wide, trackless Atlantic 
Ocean, with not another light anywhere in sight. 

He felt actually sick with the dread. and horror of the 
whole thing by the time that he stopped his walk some~ 
where near the forecastle. 


A sailor—a young fellow—jumping to make a rope fast, 
paused within two feet of him. | 

“Listen, kid!’ whispered the sailor. “Listen hard? ; 
-“T can hear you,” murmured Bob, all but under ‘hig 
‘breath. . 


oer 


se) as ih ‘ 1 . 
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“Don’t. turn—don’t let anyone chink Van saleae to 
Pete 
“What do you want to say? I can hear.” 

“Watch out for your life on this craft.” 

“What's that?” 

“Just what I’m telling you. I didn’t know what kind 
of a craft this was, or I wouldn’t have shipped,” went on 
the young sailor, fearfully. “But I was close to the cabin 
a while ago, and I heard the old man and the mate talk- 
ing. Say, you won’t for the life of you let anyone know 
what I’m going to tell you?” 3 

“J won’t,” Bob promised wonderingly, fearfully. . 

“Hope you drop dead if you mention me in the mat- 
ter?” 

“JT won’t betray what you tell me.” 

“Well, then, I heard the old man whisper to the mate 
that you are to be lost overboard at the first chance for 
the job!” | 


CHAPTER VII. 
ASTRAY ON THE DEEP. 


Bob Brisbane fairly reeled. 

“Steady !” warned the sailor, in a whisper. “Don’t give 
a sign of having heard anything !” 

“But will they do such a fearful thing?” breathed Bob, 
frantically. 

“On this wicked old craft? Sure thing they will. Now, 
I’m going to skip before they catch me here. But watch 

out!” 

- The sailor trod briskly away. 


— “So this is what Nichols and that other fellow meant?” 
“This is the way I’m to leave 
life behind—out here on the great ocean, where dead men 


quavered dazed Brisbane. 


tell no tales!” 


He began to feel very certain that the young sailor had 


told the truth. 


Such an ending for him was wholly in line with all that 


Nichols had done. 


“That note,” wondered Bob, trying gropingly to under- 


stand it all. “Oh, of course, the enemy had some of Mrs. 


Bostwick’s writing. The note was forged, and I was big 


enough foo] to bite at the trick!” . 
- But the present moment! 


great sea. 


“Whatever happens, I won’t let them get me in that 
“T may be 
kept out of the United’ States for so long that no one will 
; But I won’t let myself be mur- 
Hi “3 esmapon overboard—without a kick back at some- 


fashion!” blazed the boy, his eyes flashing. 
know me when I go back. 


T’ve kicked before to good purpose, and I reckon 


B ve ‘havent forgotten how to make the kind of kick that’s | 


_ felt. ei 


“THE ‘BOY: WHO BALKED. 


All that counted now was to 
find some way to safety on this ey vessel out on the 
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“Keep endcae lubber yp came the 7 
voice of that ee chan se ie f iNet 


he knew must be there. 5 “4 
After a little Bob, still walking weakly, wot Pe ! the 
waist of the craft. (hye sia ‘Saat 
“How you pene, lubber ?” demained the skipper 
ing the boy. 
“Weak, sir.” 
“No good for work yet?” 
“T don’t feel as if I’d ever be, sir.” | at | as 
“Maybe you won’t,” nodded the skigoees 9 with: a ass 
that struck a chill to the boy’s heart. 
“May I keep on walking, sir?” 
“All right. Go ahead—but be careful you. don't all i 
overboard.” f 
Again the wicked chuckle, and Bob knew that his face ; 
was going white. Me) , 
Yet, continuing in the direction that he was going, 
Brisbane soon stepped up on the quarter-deck, 
He did not know enough of sea-going matters to know : 
that he had no right there without orders. ny 
But the captain only eyed the boy out of the corner of 
one eye. aa 
So Bob kept on until he came to the stern rail. 
There he stood, leaning over, but with one eye covertly 
upon the captain. 2 
Now, of a sudden, Bob Brisbane’s heart. gave a great. 
jump. 1 
Fifty feet behind the schooner, gliding and nea : 
towed a smal] boat. 
“Tf T could only reach that and eut loose!” he thrilled. 
If he only could! | a 
But there, within ten feet of him, was the helmsman at 
the wheel. z 
And there, too, on the quarter-deck, was the beastly 
captain himself. | 
“No show for that trick,” Bob muttered gloomily, | 
Yet he was fascinated with looking at the boat. | 
It bobbed and tugged so close to him. 
“Tf I could only have two full minutes to myself,” he | 
all but sobbed. “Like enough, I’d drown myself, but Vd i 
sooner do that than have someone else doit forme.” 
But where was the use of talking about it? Te brutal 
skipper was watching him. 1 oe 
“Keep a-walking, lubber !” ns 4 ne 
Bob started to walk across the stern. — = E 
Then suddenly the skipper moved Locmied stepped i 
down off the quarter-deck and hastened forward. = 
“Now!” gasped Bob. “Now! It'll be the only dees 
Nor did he dare to hesitate a second. The hhelmsman, 
with his gaze on the binnacle light, and bea < ng “care 
ly, was not likely to. BORE g's a 
Over the stern aa ara e 
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es reviving his geek aioe 


ne SS cai the atlases he hegan: to sink with the 


« 


ocsperats pull he dnaw himself aboard. 
ke o flash he cut loose. 


| “Pye no way of knowing how many hours we’re out 
®: rom port—or where land lies either, for that matter. 
Mprecenet What a lonesome old place the ocean is, any- 
ay—not another light in sight, except on that old pirate 
fa schooner.” 
a While getting back his breath Brisbane ‘rested on the 
ars, only dipping one in now and then in order to keep 
a the boat from lying in the trough of the billowy sea. 
me But now his heart gave another great jump. A yell 
“ from the schooner! 
i, _ And then, all in an instant, he saw the craft slowly 
turn around. 
“A lot of good I did!” thaaldeded the sis 
_ Coming back after me!” 
He did not try to row now, but sat there i in grim de- 
-spair, almost idle at the oars. 
< Like one fascinated, he gazed at the great, searching 
craft manned by men who were seeking him out on the 
ocean, 
;. - Shivering, growing faint’ and sick, he did not realize 


“They're 


4 Biansct dark night. 

P - por: can a vessel, veering and tacking back, sail straight 
, So it was that the schooner went past him several hun- 

_ dred fathoms away, and without anyone aboard catching 
sight of him. lik 

gi) oo after a ees unending space of time, the 

Now 


neg! given it up,” quiverea Bob. “ Glory! 


sith resumed his rowing. 


ee gave a up and drifted, a ena the boat’s head | 


left to oe anor ound old fate is better than | 
_--._-| vessel came to a graceful stop. 


no id af for whe cel he was ei | 
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straight. 

“We're not a million miles from New York, you and 5 9. 
muttered the boy, looking at the boat. “Surely there must 
be vessels passing now and then. If nothing comes near 
enough to-night to see me, there’ll surely be a chance for 
safety when the daylight comes. That is, if a big storm 
doesn’t come up.” <n 

Bob scanned the sky anxiously. But he was not seaman 
enough to know what the chances of good or bad weather 
were. 

It was twenty minutes before he found something new, 
to take up his thoughts. 

Something away down there on the water—to the south- 

.| ward, he fancied—was flashing along. Then it shifted 
and disappeared, only to come back in his direction every 
now and then. 

“Oh, hurrah!” Brisbane fairly cheered at last. “I know 
what it is—a searchlight! Some craft headed this way. 
Merciful heaven! I hope it don’t pass too far to one side 
of me.” 

It came nearer and nearer, and at last Bob had the joy 
oi seeing the long, darting ray rest ganas ely across him and 
the boat. 

“it's coming this way, too, if it don’t chuiget its course,” 
he throbbed, standing up now and trying hard to ne 
his balance. 

Whip! Off came his coat. As he saw the shifting light 
heading his way once more he waved the garment like 
mad, 

The light picked him up once, then shiftéd. But Bob 
was ready until it turned his way again. — 

Once more the light fell on him, and bigger and more 
glowing that ever. Again Brisbane waved. 

“Glory! They’re seeing me!” he thrilled, waving so 
frantically that he caused the little craft to lurch and 
wobble. 

But he caught himself and stood up, blinking in the 
strong electric glare. 

It remained turned his way now, and Bob could hear — j 
the distant chugging of engines. 

Soon the light became too intense to bear. Turning his 
face away, Brisbane still stood until, looking over his 
shoulder, he could make out the outlines of a long, low, 
narrow craft speeding toward him as if it would run him 
down. | : 

Now Bob on to the seat, thrusting out his oars again, 
and waited. 

Toot! toot! came a shrill whistle. The odd-looking, 
fast craft was so near now that the near was turned 
away from him. ee 
Bob could make out the heads of men peering over the | 


bow. 
Then nearer, and barely fifty yards distant, the narrow 


‘ Ahoy, there!” came the eee hail. “In tictl-. i 
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. “Adrift! y? ‘Bob: answerba: , hoarsely. | 
Won't WOE shed ° eo 
io a “Hustle, then!” came the order, in: another voice. 
, We're on a record run, and, confound you, a ‘ve broken 
in on our time. Hustle!” 


_ Bending to the oars, Bob was quickly ionbeido. Pi 
Looking. up, he saw three faces, framed by great oil- 
_ skin caps, looking down. | 
They lowered a-small, gangway ladder for him. 
clutched at it as at his last hope. | 
“We can’t‘ take your boat aboard, or tow it,” warned a 
sharp voice. 


ee “Take me aboard, 


Bob 


i 


rT 


_ “Don’t want you to,” sputtered our hero as he stepped 
on to the ladder and kicked the boat adrift. “All Pm 
particular about is myself.” 
“Hustle iw 
Two pairs of arms reached over, grasping him under 
the arm-pits and yanking him, like freight, on to the spot- 
less deck of one of the finest racing motor-boats afloat. 
“Go ahead, captain !”? sang out the irritable voice. 
A bell clanged, then jangled. The racing craft throbbed 
so that Bob could hardly stand erect on that vibrating 
deck. 


“Come forward,” called that irritable voice in his ear. 
“You look drowned. I’ll stow you in out of the wind.” 

e The wind? Yes, itewas terrific on this lightning-gaited 
‘ motor-boat. 

The captain and one of his men stood forward by a 
wheel, steering, while a searchlight from behind played 
over the waters. 

Under the extreme built-over bow was a little cabin. 

“Get down in.there,” said he of the irritable voice, 

holding open a door. 

) Down into the little cabin Bob scrambled, and after him 
came his host, the owner of the motor-boat. f 

~ “You look drenched,”. remarked the owner, observing 
the water-soaked garments of the boy. “How did it hap- 
7 pen. 9 

-_- “Shanghaied. 


Ty 
ay 


Carried off to sea,” Bob explained, 


; 3 briefly. “Got mad about it, of course, and so watched my 
4 chance and slipped over the stern in a boat. Then you 
found me. I ? 





| Bob stopped suddenly, for on the cabin table he had 

‘ - espied one of the well-known business envelopes of Fred- 
_ erick Allison, addressed to a Mr. Beginald Prince, cis the 
‘Metropolitan Club, New York. 

eee. Tt was-in ee s own ‘well-remembered handwriting, 

yi too. 


| 


a our hero turned aiekily away to hide the sechikivs 
A with which the sight of this envelope had filled him. 
. “Get your clothes off,” hinted the host, “and I’ll have 
oa - them dried. You can put on that bathrobe hanging there.” 
Prince turned his back as ee Shee to pull off his 


= oti mm haste. | 
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away the wet clothing. 


oy 


ane right, announced the Le, as he wrapped the 








“ Peknes roricha a bell. A steward. answered, 


“Did you ever know a Mr. Bostwick p7 ike Bob, a 


forty years of | age, turned as swiftly as if someone | ; 
struck him. 
“Why?” he asked sharply. er 
“Oh,” Bob rejoined, “seeing that Allison envelope @ ve 
your table just set me to thinking. ? 


co 















Bob aaeWated simply. 
“You are, eh?” | 
Prince snatched up the letter, tucking it away in one a 
of his pockets. He did not speak. Be 
“Can you throw any light on the affairs of Allison and _ 
Bostwick ?” persisted Bob. 
“Why do you ask me?” 
“Because I’ve been studying your face,” Brisbane ‘venta a 
on, simply. “You look like the kind of man who could 
be trusted to do the square thing.” a a 
“Why should you think I know anything about thes 
Allison & Bostwick business ?” persisted the boat’s owne®Y 
“T assumed as much from the fact that Allison wrote § 
a ‘you in such haste.” | “at 
“What do you mean by haste?” 
“Well, I couldn’t help seeing that there was a special, 
delivery stamp on the envelope.” a 
“You’re very observing,” answered Prince, drily. e : 
“Sometimes I have to be. Now, Mr. Prince, are you — 
willing to answer my question. You'd understand my 
persistency if you realized how important the matter is. — 
Do you know anything about the affairs of Allison & ~ : 
Bostwick ?” | 3 
“If I-do, I’m not supplying the information to on 
stranger I meet,” retorted Prince, cuttingly. “And now — 
I’ve got to go on deck and see what we can do to save ee 
record run that you helped spoil for us.’ 
Pulling on his oil-skin eap again, the owner of the craft 
disappeared up the steps. 4 
“Have I put my foot in it?” wondered the boy. | “Have uf 
I got Mr. Prince by the ears? And will he simply write oA 
and let Allison know all about me and pny questions? Oh, - 
I wish Prince would come in here again.” 
But, instead, there came only the same stewed who od 
brought some bread and butter, cold meat and coffee. 
Bob ate and warmed. up. How that boat whizzed and 
vitrated! He had even forgotten. to inquire where thé © 
craft’ was heading for. iad 
But, after a while, he noticed ‘that the craft was 6 is 
slower and more gently. 3 . 
ee little Portales mein dos he could Lm Br: 






























































Pac not me for not a word had her son ‘told her of his & 
unbelievable adventure. ; 


In the warm, bright summer day Bob, aiding nintieie. | | 
else to do, went out and tipped a chair against the house , 
on a shady side and sat there with a book. Hh 
The time droned away. With the book Be in ‘hi I 
"lap, our hero almost fell asleep after a while. | 

He had a lot of rest to make up, anyway, and he ichen 
in every bone from his rough handling and tough: adven- 
tures. 


Ee “No dog here, is there?” hailed a voice from the gate. 
I re sir, “But fe tlds me to say that, as vaiid He euehd adil a tart: 


hated, and tobbed of course, he took the liberty Out by the gate stood a smiling young man, hustle babe 3 
ends bill in your watch pocket. aby ten in every line of his energetic face. ae 

In one hand the stranger carried a small satchel—a_ 

peddler or sample vender, Bob classed him at once. 

“Being as there’s no dog, I’ll come in,” returned the 

stranger. : : 

“Make yourself at home—in the absence of the dog,” 

laughed Brisbane. 

The stranger laughed, too, and then seated himself, 

with a sigh of comfort, on the grass beside Brisbane’s 

chair. 

“It’s hot work traveling around on dusty roads to-day,” 

sighed the young stranger. : 

“Tt’s cool sitting here,” Bob countered. 

“So I’m finding out. Lord, I almost hate to begin — 

talking business.” pe lad. 


o Tt 7 was" ak yet ies 0" Seloeke 3 in the evening. 
eee mm I wait and try to see if I can find Mr. Prince ?” 
ered the boy. ‘On the whole, I reckon I’d better not. 
do etter by waiting to see what Lawyer Hodgson has: 
And that means—back to Boston.” 
the midnight train Brisbane went on to Boston 


aa 


. morning he went direct to Malrose.. 


Ft “Busine 2% ute 
oe | From there, by nine o’clock, he shad told Hodgson, over Business, eh: 


“That’s what. Fortunately, I find people willing to 
listen to me to-day, or it would be tough. Well, I might 
as well begin with you. Say, I’ve got an easy proposition.” 
_ “More proposition than I’ve got money, I reckon.” 

my Uren “Oh, this prpposition don’t call for money. That’s the - 
CHAPTER VIII. | good side to it. Ever own a fountain pen?” 

; ' “No. 99 5 

“Then, now’s your p chanep: ” went on the stranger, opan- 
ing his satchel. 


Inside there were at least a couple of dozen boxes that | 
looked as if they might contain fountain pens. ip 
One of these boxes the young man took out, and, iia 
ing the box, produced the pen. 
Dice? replied Fleiss acini over ‘hens wire. | “Say, just try this one,” he requested, passing the pen - 
‘Will you have him looked up? 979 | up to our hero, and following it with a pad of paper. | 
ment miss s the chance.” “But we'll want you for| ‘Works all right,” admitted Bob, after sedi: a few 

Ww Remain where you_are “until I | words. | 
th Fecesedy. a you.” | | | “Best pen ever made,” declared the salesman. « “Now, 


* SSE ema 
eo ee 
wp ae 


ae a the ae of the Paneer between our |I’ll tell you what the scheme is. Keep the pen for ninety — 
nd the ! -|days and use it all you want. At the end of three months, 
»/either send the pen back to our company or mail ’em a 
dollar and 4 half. And no hard feelings if you send back a 
. |the pen instead of the money. ” 
| “Is that the whole proposition?” Bob asked suspic % 
r i (s 5 ee ae 
eae ye all sie is to it. You ee sign the: agreement, he 


< 


. on wire, all that had happened, including his 
Oe with Prince, and ithe ane of that letter of 
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f and € deave the pen in your Fase! Couldn't. be daiver: 
could Eye i 

_ “Not very well,” Bob sdmatitad: 

_ “Come into the house, then, and we'll fix up re agree- 
ant. ” | 


Ex. 
UE 


_ Bob led his visitor into the sitting-room. 
Here the hustler produced a pad of loose sheets on 
which the agreement was printed. 
“Just sign your name and address here at the bottom,” 
desired the hustler. That’s all that’s needed.” 
After Reading the simple agreement ORB our hero 
signed. © 
~The beatae: scanned the paper as he picked it up. 
“Say,” he remarked, “your writing’s a heap like mine.” 
- “So?” Bob queried, indifferently. 
“Why, Ill show you,” taking a stack of loose blank 
_ sheets from a pocket. “See here; this is the way I sign 
my name.” 
Slowly the stranger wrote off the signature of John 
-Oldsby. 
“See if you can do it just like that,” requested the 
_ hustler. 
Bob was clever enough at pen-crait to make a clever 
| - counterfeiter 


“He studied the Oldsby signature for a moment, then 
- picked up the pen and wrote an almost perfect copy. 
_ “The small ‘d’ and the big ‘o’ ain’t quite right,” de- 
_ elared the hustler. “Look at ’em and try again. Write it 
down at the bottom of the sheet this time.” 

The hustler himself held the sheets together, while 
Bob wrote at what looked to be the bottom of the apEer 
most sheet. 

“Perfect !” clicked the hustler, holding up the stack of 
sheets to take a good look at the last writing. “Say, 
Brisbane, I’m glk I hain’t got a bank account. You 
could get that away from me with a signature so perfect.” 

“Tear up my copies,” requested Brisbane. 

“Certain, sure,” chuckled the stranger, tearing some 
paper. Well, I must be going. Got a few more pens to 
leave. But, remember, Brisbane, you can send the pen 

back, instead of the cash, just as well as not, if you want 
to when the ninety days are up.” 

- With that the hustler got under way, going out of the 

-.yard and down the road at a swinging stride. 
: “T don’t know as that’s such a bad bargain,” muttered 
the boy, looking his pen over. “Anyway, I’ve got some- 
sa ~ thing to write with for the next three months.” 
_ And then, slipping the pen in his pocket, he forgot 
about it as he went back to his book outside. 

Eleven o’clock brought a messenger from the town. He 
a was asked to wait at the telephone pay station until he 
y A received a call. 

— “That must be from tid ssn.” Bob ae as he 

_ started for the town. 

: a 7k He had not been at the pay-station more than ten min- 
as pins when pe was ecole up. | 
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| “Who s that?” oenee Bob, not recognizing the 
at the other end. he 

“Longnecker, clerk in Mr. Hodgson’ 8 office,” @ came the 
reply. 

“Qh! Well, what is it?” | 

“Take the next train, and come to the cane 
all. Good-by.” ie 

“About time something was happening,” muttered ik - 
boy, heading for the railway station. I wonder if Hodg: & 
son is going to send me to New York after Prince?” a 

There was a train in a little while. On this Bob reached d 
Boston in the noon hour. a x 

“No use going to his office until one o’clock,” secided a 
the boy. ‘Hodgson will be out to luncheon.” 3 Nee 4 
So he strolled slowly up the street, pausing to look in | 
at windows of stores, and taking his time generally. ee 

But at last he turned down the street to Hodgson's 3 
office. 

“There’s the fellow now!” called a sharp voice. — ig 

Bob would have paid no heed, but a strong, heey hand 
was laid on his shoulder. | 

“Want you, young man,” sounded a grim voice, and " 
Bob found himself staring into the face of a big man. sat a a 

“Want me, do you?” Bob demanded. “What for?” on 

“Come back to the bank, and we'll make it all clear,” 
sounded the same voice, still grimly. J 

“Who are you?” Bob flashed. 

“Man from central office,” was the cool answer. 
must have guessed that already.” " a 

As he spoke the big fellow turned back his coat lapel, ° 
displaying a police badge. a 

“Whew! Say,” gasped Brisbane, “there’s some mis- ‘ 
take here.” | an 

“There always is,” came in the detective’s icp tone. a 
“But you'll come just the same.” i ¥ 

“Oh, pshaw! This’lI all be cleared up in a twinkling, ~ 
whatever it is,” Bob confided to himself. ‘ae 

Though he was jarred a bit by this wholly unlookedifert - 
arrest, Bob walked along confidently enough, with three 
other men trailing in his rear. 

In through the broad portals of a bank Bob was march- 
ed, and back past several little windows to a private office 
in the rear. 

“Mr. Robbins, here’s your boy,” announced the dete \ 
tive to a white-haired old man who sat at the desk. 

Mr. Robbins turned to have a good look at our hero. 

“Do you identify him?” inquired the old man, looking — 
at the three who had come in in the wake of detective and — 
prisoner. fA ae 

“T do,” spoke up one clerk, with great positiverigas:: 

“And J,” added another. a 

“Mr. Oldsby,” spoke the bank president, to the third 
man of the trio, who looked like a business man, ae you, 
ever see this young reprobate before?” a 

“Never to my Row lee ” replied the man’ 1 adres He 
as Oldsby. atest 

“Did you ever see this signature before, a 1m 
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a shan before the wondering, amazed, terri- 
¥ young Brisbane could object, he was held up and his 


tet 


| 3 ckets, gone through. 


Or Hone ¢ of his coat pockets the detective ase, with 
n a a small packet of papers, fasten- 


“It's off to headguar- 


aa 


w inttes the last few seconds had been fearfully 
ng t to get back his jolted-out breath, and trying to 
ease t 1e rowdyish beating of his heart. “Just a moment, 


= pebbins, glaring cae at the i 


So isos 
And you yourself have ad- 
ted that you wrote this signature. The case is conclu- 
| enough. Any court will do its duty, and eed you to 
on for a long term of years.” 


7 Though iciahasie? s face was blanched, and his knees 
: . to an may under him, he So to stam- 


. P acutities you as the expel messenger. 
16 f assistant paying teller. 


* 
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idle. a paper rhe 


please. | Explain, won’t,you, what I’m accused of doing.” 





a: Then added, with sudden grimness : 





















a “These two bank men say. that you “did, e smiled the 
jolficer, coolly. i 

And Bob, glaring in terror from the paying teller ie 
{his assistant, saw that both these young bank. officials be: | 


-|lieved their identification to be correct. 


“Tt was someone who looked like me,” Bob protested, 
stubbornly. 

“And the fellow who looked ike you was found to 
have the bonds in his pocket,” broke in President Rob- 
| bins, dryly. 

“But [——” Bob began, despairingly. 

“Oh, let the courts thresh this out,” gruffed the detec 
tive. *For now—police headquarters !” 

Click! snap! Handcuffs were on the boy’s wrists. 


His brain whirling, Bob Brisbane was led out of the 


: 


bank—not a felon, but as good as being a convicted one! 


CHAPTER IX. 





THE ENEMY STRIKES HARD, © 9s) 





“You're free for a few days, or a few woeka: ‘iat de. 
“ldon’t see how we're going to keep you free longer. than 
_| that.” a 
So declared Lawyer Hodgson, as he and Bob talked 
| things over in a private room at Young’s Hotel. 

For at last, after dark, Bob had succeeded in getting 
the lawyer to him at police headquarters. be, 

And Hodgson brought the worst: kind of news. sie 

He had been away from his office on account of having — 
been summoned to the home of Stanley Holcomb. = 

Early in the afternoon that young merchant had been — 
struck down, at a street corner, by a cab passing at high 
speed. : 

In the excitement the driver had gotten away with 
his cab. 

But Allison’s business rival. had been taken home un- 
conscious, and his lawyer hastily summoned. 

Holcomb was still unconscious, and the doctors were 
uncertain as to whether he would regain his mind before — 
dying. | 

That Holcomb must die was the opinion of all three of 
the physicians. | 

“That’s the work of Allison!” quavered our hero, turn- 
ing pallid over the news. _ 

“It may very likely be the work of some wonderful 
gang of scoundrels that Allison has hired,” vented the 
lawyer. | 7 

Hodgson had succeeded in getting our hero out on bail 

“But the chain against you is as complete as it could 
| possibly be,” Hodgson warned Brisbane. is 3 

“Those fiends will be after you next!” warned Bob. aS 

“As like as not,” agreed the lawyer, thoughitalyay 






“Tl oie | them a iN ae anyway.” 
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4 Can you let me  tave a little expense money on Mr.|“No; no one would pay much attention—the ‘bl 


Holcomb’s account?” demanded our hero, suddenly. 
“Certainly,” the lawyer replied, taking out his pocket- 

-“What-are you going to do with it?” 

“Do?” quivered the youngster. “Why, I’m mightily 


worried over the thought of living in that lonely little} 


cottage with my mother. We're not safe by night against 
It’s mother, in particular, that P’m 
worried about. I’m going straight home, and I’m going to 
move her this very night to one of the hotels in pene: 
Let me have a hundred dollars, will you?” 

“Two hundred, just as easily,” wearily smiled the 
“Holcomb’s instructions were to let 
you have expense money practically without limit, so you 
might as well have enough. And now I’m not going to 
keep you, for I know you want to get home to your moth- 
er, Brisbane.” ae 

Bob hurriedly left the lawyer. On his way out of the 
hotel Bob decided to take an open BOEEY. car out into the 
suburbs. 

Tt would get him to Melrose as soon as the next train 


. would do, and would leave him scion: nearer to his 


lonely little home. | 

“Lord, but I’m up a big sianeh tree!”? quivered tor- 
mented Brisbane, as he rode homeward on the trolley 
ear. “Hodgson has got me out on bail all right, yet he 
has made it clear enough to me that, unless heaven sends 
a miracle on our side, the Allison gang have put up a job 
that paves the way straight to States Prison -for me. 
Whew! But that will break mother’s heart! And mine, 


~ too,” he added, brokenly. 


That ride had an end, as all rides must have. Leaving 
the car half a mile from his home, Bob staggered onward. 
He discovered how much he needed that brisk walk, for, 


- somehow, the necessity for motion roused his blood and 


~~ 


Lig 


ed. 


yet calmed him at the same time. 

At last he swung around the corner of his own little 
road. 

Then, all of a sudden, he ae sind still. 

His starting eyes threatened to pop out of his head. 

“Oh, they can’t have done that!” he cried out loud, in 
his great, swift rush of fright. “Pm seeing things— 
that’s what!” 

‘But another look assured him that his eyes had played 


_ him no prank. 


Where the little cottage home had stood was now only 


a pile of dully glowing embers. 
Bob darted forward, though, as he ran, he swayed as if 


he would topple over. 
Into the yard he leaped, vaulting the fence as he went. 
“Anyone here?” he shouted desperately. 

He waited, chilled to the heart, but not a voice answer- 


“Anyone around ?” he yelled once more. 
Not a sound, save the echo af his own voice from the 


¢ ; 7. woods.. 
ans “The house burned, and: no one saw it!” he sobbed. 
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SO far from neighbors. But mother?” = = = 

He glanced about him now, as if afraid to look. 
truth, ie was afraid to look, i 
But the situation had to be met. Bay 
His mother had always been one to go leact e bed. a th 
Undoubtedly she had done so to-night. ek 
a she had been up, and had discovered the 


Gioked. “Not a stick of furniture out here. Ne 
a dishpan or a flat-iron! Oh, oh, oh! Merciful heaven ! 1” 

For Bob could not conceal the apparent truth fron ae 
himself, . | a , 

He did not try to. : MA 

Unknown to the’ nearest neighbors, the distant little 
cottage had been fired and burned to the ground, and his : 
mother, asleep at the time of the fire, had perished with ie 
her little home, he thought. i 4 

Frantically, Brisbane ran around the Shee of still 
fearfully hot embers, sending peering looks here and there. 

But he could make out nothing distinctly. 

Under those piles of fire-red beams a dozen ecorghean 
bodies might be lying for all he could distinguish in the i 
masses. | 

“Oh, ?U—T1l kill someone for this !’”’ screamed thesboyi 
clenching his hands until the nails dug in and the blood. 
flowed. “Now, Frederick Allison, I’ll last ‘until T’ve~" 
i hounded you down and added you to yon own infamous 
death-heap !” 


Staggering back out of the heat as far as the gate, Bris- 
bane leaned against a post there, looking at the house’ 
with dry but almost unseeing eyes. in 

“How could any beast: ever have done such a thing as i 
that?” he moaned, ite 


Then he started, a little glisten coming into his eyes = 
over just one ray of hope. 

“If mother really did get away, she went to the Burkes 
—sure thing! Mrs. Burke is the only neighbor that 
mother visited much.” | 

That thought set his feet in motion. — | 

Yet he hardly thought, did not dare hope, as he hurried 
to the nearest corner, and along the road. 

Not a light shone in the Burke house as Bob-stagger- 
ered in at the gate and rang loudly at the front door. — 

Nor was there any sound inside until he rang for the ~ 
second time. 


% ; 
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Then creakingly a window went up on the floor over- 
head, as a drowsy voice demanded: 

“Who'll be there at this time of the night?” : 

“Tt’s I—Brisbane. Is my mother here?” Bob quer b) 
in a voice that crackled. ' 

“Your mother, Bob?” repeated the voice of Patrick 
Burke. “Sure, she’s not.” 

“Did you know that our house had burned down, 2 
Burke?” faltered the boy. | dspaitee 
- “Your house, is it, Bob? Are. you eeay janie 
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dee Bob. | “Pye ek ‘0 ee 


“ther was the pile of embers, just the same, 
low Blighting up the whole yard, ~ 


‘dosed hi his eyes Aantal wishing with all his heart 
H e could sleep on, knowing nothing, until one of the 
rke s should come with the glad news that his mother 
ally was alive and safe. 

- rut Til have more strength in the morning,” moaned | 
and then—Allison! But faugh! His life 


: . saan “But it’s my plain duty to notify 
_ And oe the walk and ce someone else be- 


Bs ace Dieses he turned his back aon upon them. 
va ale en he turned in the right direction on the 
iC ~—e reach the ee 


tie bey dream of the posibility of pheatiing with 
m to himself, until | 
Jn il suddenly, from behind a tree, a man whom he had 
na Re Rre oe ais as out in his oe 
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Sey 


a le Follow me! 
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DoFlenec. then ?” bagned) Priabide, but his ue was” 


_ | mocking. 
“Ye'll not get by here until I let ye! 1 snatlen the fel | 


jlow. | 


“Then, by ginger, Ill rae you get out of the way Vee 


erty au and Pied son hustle around roared Bob. 


He had been clenching his hands, nerving himself for 
| |the leap. | 

Now he drew back, tensing himself for the spring that 
‘Ishould hurl this bigger man from his path. 

But—woof ! 

Struck by a-club from behind, Bob Brisbane went down, 
in a fitting finish to the night’s awful work! 

“That winds him up!” chuckled the fellow = had 
barred Bob’s way. 

“Oh, we’ll make sure of it!” came the swift answer, in 


| another tone. 


‘CHAPTER X 
THE GRIT THAT'S IN A GIRL 


“Help! Murder!” 

“Oh, what fearful work is this?” 

“Stop, you scoundrels !” 

These three cries came from as many women 

Ome of them reeled and seemed fainting. 

Another stopped, startled. 

But the third—a mere slip of a girl—came forward on 
the run. | | 

“Are you killing someone?” she demanded, without a — 
trace of fear in her tone, but with every determination to 
stop a crime. | : 

Criminals, even the boldest, have their moments of 


~~ 


panicky fear. 


These two, caught in their crime, and with witnesses 
looking on, had not the nerve to stay, even with only wo- 
men at hand. 

“Cut it, Bill!” throbbed one to the other, as he turned 
te dash into the woods. | 

And cut it they did, leaving only senseless Bob and 
the three women on the spot. 

But someone else was approaching, and on a fast, hard 
run. | 

Then into sight broke Patrick Burke and his grown-up 
son George, the latter leading. 

“What is it, ladies?” called George, halting a : setae 
“Oh, good-evening, Mrs. a uae It’s oe ne ve 
been looking for you, and , 

But a shriek from Mrs. Brisbane cut all else short. 

She had found her son, and was kneeling beside him. 

“They went this way—the assassins!” cried the se 
I’ll show you!” | y 
“Oh, Clara, dear—be pacer) i? neo the other woman 


ad 





Ks 


A et Ae atau kk t tela 


is 


ere, |, ,'* 


ie ‘een fis SA Beh 
j iF, ve by “ 
» . ‘ : 


» skirts a bit as she ran with almost the speed of a sprinter. 
George Burke quickly caught the spirit of the thing. 
On he dashed, the father pounding the turf close behind 
the son. 
They soon outstripped the girl. 
Then——. 

you!” 

The yell came in Patrick Burke’: S voice, and the son 
stil] dashed on. 

But the fellow whom the older man ind hailed stop- 
ped at the second call. 

_. He stood crouching and cowering. 
- “Down on your face with ye, if ye don’t want a hole 
clean through you!” roared Patrick Burke. 

“Be easy on me, boss!” appealed the fellow, shaking- 
ly. | 
“Basy, is it?” demanded Burke, thrusting into a pock- 
_ et the pipe that he had pretended was a pistol. 

Then he fell upon the shoulder blades of the prostrate 
prisoner, going through his pockets. 


“Handcuffs?” chuckled the elder Burke, bringing out | 


a pair of the steel wristlets. “Ye carry ’em with ye, handy 
for the officers of the law, do ye? It’s a fine bird ye are!” 
_. Burke had clicked the steel bracelets on over the fel- 
_ low’s wrists, which he forced behind the prisoner’s back. 
On your feet with ye!” ordered Burke, springing up 
and giving the fellow a Bais that aytey yanked him up- 
right. 
_ “Well, what are you going to do with me?” demanded 
the fellow, sullenly. 
“First of all, it’s through your pockets ’m going, to 
angle sure ye haven’t the key to the bracelets,” uttered 
Burke, suiting the action to the word. “Then to the jail 


1B. 


with ye!” . 
“Jail?” echoed the fellow, coolly. “Then you're not a 
criminal ?” sa 


“Criminal, is it?” panted Burke, tia eyes glaring. “If 
both your hands wasn’t tied behind you I’d hammer your 
face off ye for that little question.” 
“T see you’re an honest man,” grinned the prisoner. 
“So hold back my coat lapel and see what you find there.” 
- Burke threw back the left lapel, then gave a gasp of 
| astonishment. 
_ “Detective, ye are?” gasped the astounded Tridtimsty, 
“That's it,” nodded the fellow. 
“Then, what are ye doing arqund murderin’ people?” 
“You made a slight mistake,” grinned the fellow, con- 
fidently. “You grabbed the wrong man—that’s all. A 
-erime had been committed. My side partner and I rushed 
up. to the spot, when others came.” 
“By the glory, then, I’m’a big fool! Is that it?” de- 
- manded Burke, scratching his head. 
oe “Nos you" re a bit hasty—that’s all.” 
nae | “Hasty I am, then,” nodded the Irishman. 
Ries, aan took. another look at we are 
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“Yow’re from J aynes s agency ” he sae | 
“Yes.” ti Cayigal 
“Tt must be a good agency,” muttered Patrick 

reflectively. | 


“One of the greatest in the United States. ual 
the key to the handcuffs, my good man, in. the lea 
back of my necktie.” a 


“Ts it so?” demanded Burke. ye 
“Yes; and hurry. I don’t care about being insti 
this way.” ; Sm 
In a very deliberate fashion Burke explored the. oop * 
behind the necktie. Soon he brought to light a tiny k ke ae 
“Tt’s glad I am I’ve found it,” murmured a “7 
ping the key into one of his vest pockets. j Ay a 
“Aren’t you going to take these handcuffs om 
manded the astonished prisoner. ye 
“Not until I’ve thought about it a bit, me bucko. ” a 
“But I’ve told you my story.” 
“And it’s once more ye’ll have it to tell,” toe the 4 
Irishman, unconcernedly. Cn ae 
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“What do you mean?” ey 
“Ye’ll tell it to the chief of police of Melrose. . Mind, 
now, ye tell it the same way, or it’ll look suspicious.” ; 4 
“TDon’t you believe me, my man?” gasped the prisoner. 
“Tt ain’t for me to say,’”’ retorted Patrick, unconcerned- ‘ 
“The chief of police is paid for such jobs. ” aes 
“Take these handcuffs off, or you'll find yourself in” I 
more trouble than you ever dreamed of,” menaced the | 
fellow. a 
“Ts it so?” asked Burke, with interest in his oni : Neg 
“Do you know what it means to arrest an officer in the: 
discharge of his duty?” eo e 
“Faith, I never thought to ask,” Patrick replied @ sim- _ = 
ply. 3 - 
“Then you’d better make haste to find out.” My 
“T’ll ask the chief of police down in the town,” Burke 
promised. . a 
“For the last time, my man,” came the warning voice, 
“T demand that you take these handcuffs off.” | 
“And it’s for the last time I’m telling you,” Patrick 


ly. 


oa 


lreplied, “that it’s divvle a step of any kind I’ll take until 


»|T’ve asked the chief of police.” 
“Then let us get to him as quickly as we can,” ordered — 
the prisoner. “Then, as soon as the chief of police reme-— F 
dies your big blunder, I'll place you under arrest. Youll | 
eet at least two years for a job of this kind. ” oe 
“Ts it so?” asked Patrick, thoughtfully. “Then conan 
along, and we’ll ask the chief.” ty 
“Will you take these handeuffs off?” 
“T will not!” -And Burke’s jaws clicked fire a 
Gripping the prisoner by the arm, he dragged him bail 
to the road, where two women were tearfully as T= 
ing to the still lifeless Bob. i 
“Tt’s not killed the boy is?” asked Burke, in m 
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shed “ Burke and his son eli had already 
he net 


ing ina ae of baahen. almost hidden, was the 
ne of Bob's assailants. 


_ So, out of ‘the corner of her eye the clump i in 
vhic e the: peeitive was ae 


i If I « pant: st that clump on the other — ” she 
throbbed, “and he doesn’t dare to turn for fear of making 
Be. Then———” 
apne ee with the boldness of her idea, Clara 


canis iescacais til | 
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‘With a amsieke side step, a turn and a bound, ighio bounced 

upon the shoulders of the kneeling rascal. 7 
Ere he could brace himself, down he went on his face. 

And Clara, hardly knowing how she did it, followed, 


|planting her firm young knees on his shoulder blades. 


Then it was that she called for help. 

At the same time she planted both firm young hands in 
_|the fellow’s hair, pulling for all that she was worth.. 

“Let me up,” he meee “Leggo my hair. I'll kil 
you! 19? 

“Try it,” defied Clara. “Hear the men coming this 
way? If you hurt me, they’ll lynch you.” 

“Leggo my hair!” the fellow almost yelled. 

“Not until the men get here,” the girl insisted firmly. 

And thus Patrick Burke found the girl, controlling her / 


prisoner, as the old Irishman burst into sight. 


“Let me have the job,” begged Patrick, huskily. “Ye’re 
soilin’ your hands on the blackguard, miss.” ’ 

_Willingly enough Clara surrenedered her task, just as 
George Burke also dashed up. 

Clara, standing close by, was trembling and weakskneed 
now, but never further in her life from a fainting fit. 

*That’s both of ’em,” affirmed, with delight. “George, 
look in the rapscallion’s pocket, to see if he has steel 
bracelets. The other one did.” - | 

George surely enough found handeuffs, and applied 
them properly. 

“Hold him up, lad,” commanded the father 
wanting a look at the rap’s vest.” 

Throwing back the coat lapel, Patrick found himself 
gazing at another badge like the first. 

“Jaynes’s Detective Agency,” read the Irishman. Pm 


“ Pm 


thinking it’s a detective agency that'll bear looking into. ” 


“Tt’s an agency that'll look into you all right,” growled 
the prisoner, sullenly. | 

“Ts it so?” queried Patrick. “Then I'll be asking the 
chief of police down in Melrose. Bring the young lady 
along, George.”’ | 

And Patrick, most eallontly giving his own arm to the 
girl, conducted her back to the road. | 

There was a larger group there now than when we left 
them, for news of unusual doings had spread fast. 

The crowd was growing every minute. 

But Bob? , 

He failed to respond to any of the efforts made to bring 
} bim back to life. 





CHAPTER ‘XI. 
BOB PLAYS ’POSSOM. 


“The battery is what he needs to get that heart started 


. fagain,” said the neighboring pions who had been 


|}summoned in haste. 


~ 
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eo Then bo ‘tek his os adler s voice Soak. to Rane 
_ Like a flash our hero tried to leap to his feet. 
_ He would have fallen had the physician not caught him. 
“Mother?” he cried. “ Oh, then it’s all right.” 
Supporting the boy with one arm, Patrick led our hero |, 
to where the two prisoners, still handcuffed, were seated 
cn the ground. | 
_» “I know. that one,” nodded Bob, gazing at the fellow 
_ who had blocked his path. ° “But the other one? He 
- must have struck me from behind.” 
“We'll tell it to the chief,” said Patrick, simply. 
“They must be ies same who set fire to our home,” Bob 
went on. 
“Our home?” broke in Mrs. Brisbane, wonderingly. 
“Didn’t you know it was gone, mother?” 
No one had phone to tell her, in the newest excite- 
ment. 
“And I thought you: bia been burned in it, mother,” 
Bob cried. 
. 80 I might have been,” quivered Mrs, Brisbane, “if I 
hadn’t gone out with Mrs. Bostwick and her daughter.” 
“They here?” he murmured. “I don’t understand.” 
“Don’t understand?” cried Mrs. Bostwick. 
_ sent-for us to come here. I still have your note.” 
“Another forgery!” throbbed the boy. “Is there no 
limit to what the enemy can do?” | 
And then another, and more awful thought struck him. 
Mrs. Bostwick and her daughter had been decoyed in 
der that they, too, might be burned to death as they 
slept. . 
But they had gone out, in the later evening, re the 
house in darkness. 
“The note said for them to wait until you came, Rob- 
ert,” explained Mrs. Brisbane, anxiously trying to recall 
it all to her son’s mind, “and you were so late in getting 
- home that we all three Walked down to the depot to meet 
you.” 
»“And I came by trolley. But, mdthier, I never wrote 
that note.” 
“Didn’t write it? Who did, then?” | 
-. “We won’t talk about it now, please, mother. Later.” 
For the surrounding crowd was ree curiously on, 
keenly listening. 
ee “Neighbors, ” cried Bob, suddenly, as his mind became 
eipeatet “there is much that can be done yet. There may 
_ be other prowlers of that gang abroad. The last train has 
gone to Boston to-night. But the trolleys are still run- 
>: ning. Some of you ought to go to the different corners 
ie along the line. Note whoever is a stranger, who tries to 
ey go to Boston. If any stranger fails to give a good, clear 
_ answer, he ought to be yanked before the chief of police.” 
os One of the citizens present immediately began to or- 
a ganze his neighbors into a volunteer detective force. 
ty pe Patrick Burke and his son went to “ask the chief 
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A Me chber § in Gad a carriage telat 
ladies to a hotel in Melrose, where they would a 
well looked after. “ 


fatigue, organized the remaining men into a pose 
the woods. ; 


In this work they could depend upon the chief 0! 
sending reinforcements. ae 
So the searchers started, our hero himself £ eat 
party into the deepest stretch of woods. 
They traveled quickly, too, since all dependetn on 
making fast time. : ey 


“Burke and the chief of police will think to teicptiaem 
to the other towns,” flashed Bob. “That will send a pas 4 
down to meet us—or "ought 6.” Ba 


bie 
First, it was a quick movement near some bushes. be 
Then he saw a lanky figure half dart, half crawl, ‘into “ 
better shelter in between other bushes. 
“That looks like something good, sure enough !” ikea 
the boy. 
Yet he gave no sign, beyond veering slightly as she a 
neared the bushes. | ts 
Nor did he cry out for help, for he was not ‘atte st re, 7 
in the great darkness of the woods, whether the mova 4 
figure was a human being. i. 
Coolly, as he went forward, Bob whistled an air, as if 
he had seen nothing and suspected nothing. eM i 
He walked as if about to pass by on the side of the a 
bushes. 44 4 
When just on the spot, however, he halted and wheeled. — 
“Who’s here?” he demanded, coolly. “You may as well as 
answer and go easy, for the woods are surrounded.” ’ 
Immediately he was answered. | Dose 
There rose before him an individual the sight of whom 
gave Brisbane a thrill of the keenest pleasure. 
It was the hustling rascal who had “placed” a fountain — 
pen with him—who had obtained the signature that had — 
made Bob Brisbane out a forger. “ fs } 
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“A nice trick you played on me!” glowed the boy. 
joke? I suppose that’s what you call it. Well, you may 
as well walk back to the road with me. We’re rounding — 
your whole crowd up in great'shape. We'll have the whole : 
outfit of the Jaynes Detective Agency behind the bars” 
before morning. And your employers, too. Will you walk 
along pleasantly, or shall I be obliged to yell for some i 


{neighbors who may decide to try a lynching on a + pone 


specimen : ie “as 
“T’ve no desire to meet sour neigh or, YOu 
was the unconcerned answer. sees fe 
“Perhaps not. But they’re Sinaia dying for t 
to see you. The pleasure will be all theirs! But 




























eer eapon, sania in ‘fine: for "Tele heart. 
he cr and the flash Heh Brisbane threw: up his 
pitche ied and fell forward, : i. 
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| W oe “Bob Ma the weapon in his own Lande and 
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es Pas 1 ried. back. 


nm the fountain pen man threw up his hands Just as 
. - ae search party came up. | 


“s “Ll not say cnailion word,” 
ae reckon my neigh- 


. more. Tn not going 0. prison on a charge of for- 
ant I never So ae ee But I am curi- 


The slickest forgery i is likely to go to pieces under the 
pects glass,” groaned the prisoner. “So——” 

. He stopped suddenly, but Bob took up the thread tri- 
ot phantly, 
a pt in case my lawyer got a writing expert, it 
Ml he | shown that my hand traced that forgery that 
: ‘me to do innocently: e” 


cso to pat J ne 





“Now, neighbors, why not 
sphelts little Melrose lock-up ?” his old and bitter enemy. 
a old Satan is giving up all his best friends ti | 
. “Next welll have — 


«Sah 


Like a flash, Bob pulled back the man’s label. to look. 


| for a badge. 


fone it 4s!" discovered. Bob, Awd itn gracious ! 
|Im awfully glad to know you by name—Mr. Jaynes!” 
For over the regulation agency badge was a little areh 


jot silver on which gleamed the one significant word: 


sehen." . | | 

Handcuffs were then found and fastened upon the pris- 
oner, after which all hands set out for and reached Mel-_ 
rose police station. 


In the meantime the Boston police, advised over the - 


telephone wire, were getting busy with the Boston end of 
the queer Jaynes Detective Agency. 

More than that, the newspaper offices caught wind of 
the stir-up that was going on in Melrose. 

Reporters from the newspapers were hustling out on 
the late night trolleys. 


And one of these reporters, alighting from a car, espied 
a man just boarding another, city-bound car. 

“Why, how do you do, Mr. Allison?” cried the reporter, 
cordially, not knowing that the leather merchant was in 
any way involved in the night’s doings. 

But the man so addressed, starting slightly, did ae 
turn, but hurried into the car. 

Clang! clang! went the bell, and the car started city- 
ward. 


But one of the Melrose watchers suddenly roared : 

“Stop that car! Stop in the name of the law!” 

Clang! went the bell again. The car came to a jolting 
stop. 

“Come with us—you!” cried the watcher, dragnet the 
reporter along. 


They entered the car, walking up to where the leather 
merchant sat trying to look unconcerned. — 

“Ts this fellow Allison?” demanded the watcher, turn- 
ing to the reporter. 


“Frederick Allison, a leather merchant down in High 
street, of course,” assented the reporter. 
very well.” | 

“Tf you mean me,” replied the leather merchant, turn- 
ing around on the group, “there is some mistake. My 
name is Graves.” oe 

“T guess you’d better come with us, Allison, or Graves 
or whatever your name is,” declared the watcher. ce 

“Are any of you men officers?” queried Allison. 

“No.” , \ 

“Then I dare you to touch me!” - 

“Good!” gritted the watcher. “We'll take the dare!” 


: 0 And take it they did, with such good effect that Fred- 
y | seem to have it all ~— ott a4 paeeniae the jerick Allison larMed in the street on his knees, ; 
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“T know him — 


uly, And then, all in a twinkling, the leather merchant was | 
my 1 ei ighors have heard enough admissions from |started on his unhappy way to the Melrose police station. 


It was there that eager Bob Brisbane first set eyes on 
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ae boy who tacks: so much like me that the bank officials 


swore it was I who got the bonds.” 


That youngster wasn’t found that night, but the Boston | 
‘police ran him to earth the next day. 


Bob Brisbane didn’t sleep that night. He ated: at the 
police station most of the time, for Allison and J aynes, 


in different rooms, were being twisted on the police Tack. 


_. chant. 


It was hard work to make either confess. Wie 
It was Jaynes who, at daylight, broke down and con- 
fessed to even more than the police had hoped to extract 


from him. 


Jaynes admitted that he had been a criminal a Texas ; 
that he had come on to Boston, and, under a new name, 
had succeeded in opening a private detective office and in 
getting a license from the State. 

Jaynes’s work at first had consisted largely of recover- 
ing stolen property, his large acquaintance with burglars 


and: other criminals enabling him to recover stolen prop- 


erty that could not be found by more honest detectives. 
But by degrees Jaynes had built up another and more 


profitable business in furnishing criminal services to .a 


select few customers. 
A criminal who was provided with a detective badge, 


and who could prove that he was connected with a licensed 


agency, was something so new in police annals that Jaynes 
and his crooked band:had flourished until they took in 
hand: the work of removing Bob Brisbane from the path 
of his ‘rascally former employer. 

It was proved, even, that Captain Hallis, on whose ves- 
sel our hero had been shanghaied, was a fellow who had 


before caused people to disappear for the Jaynes Agency. 


_ After Jaynes had made a full confession, and his two 
underlings had confirmed much of it, the evidence was 


| laid before Frederick Allison. 
- Then that merchant broke down and confessed to every- | 


thing—even to the defrauding of Mrs. Bostwick out of 
her late husband’s rightful share in the partnership. 

As a rough guess, Allison admitted that Mrs. Bostwick 
was still entitled to receive from him about three hun- 
dred and fifty thousand dollars. 

‘Tt subsequently turned out that the amount due Mrs. 


Bostwick was nearer four hundred thousand dollars. 


On an early morning train came Lawyer Hodgson, who 
obtained a full written confession from the leather mer- 


— " 


But Bob that morning, after a freshening bath, a Siytles 


A clothes and a good breakfast, went in search of his 
~~ mother and the oaticks, 


Now, for the first time, Mrs. Brisbane learned the whole 


- “startling nature of Bob’s new work that had absorbed him 
of late. _ 


- And, t00, for the first time, Clara and her mother re- 


alized through what dangers he had passed i in their behalf. 


“We are going to be able to repay you, as far as money 
wil do it,” cried Mrs. Bostwick, gratefully. 


Fh; 


“But, beyond 
‘money, : T fail to see how we can ever here to requite yo ” 


SQUARE, NEW YORK, and hla bile receive 












Oh, Seles. we shall find a way ptr" Bob s : 
anh ‘ 
“IPs. a beautiful day outside iis ae he. nted. * 
“Won't you take a little stroll with me? T’d like to gh Ww 
you what a pretty place Melrose really is.” = oy 
That walk was often repeated. ee . oo 
The Bostwicks moved out to Melrose as soon, nas ¢ 


Massachusetts oaks went to prison for fifteen year ‘a a 
There being no one in the Allison family oe 


water had it not Kesh that Holcomb, when he — “3 
covered, decided to merge his business with that of the 
rival Allison-Bostwick concern, and so our hero had the 
ere of ae. oe advice. | | 


éd Mrs. Bostwick to prove her claim had that been sce " 
sary. | 
Allison had written Prince to learn: whether he could 43 
get that evidence into his own scheming hands. q 
Jaynes and all the more important members of en a 
gang, including Captain Hallis, received long sentences. 
Bob’s own case, on the charge of forgery, was, of ‘ecourie, 3 
promptly dismissed. | a 
Bob has just purchased one of the handsomest places in 
Melrose, for he lately obtained a bride to instal in the f fine 4 
old house by the name of Clara. 
And there two elderly ladies live with the young ciel i 
“A happy family, if there ever was one!” proclaims Bob” 
Brisbane, the boy who started his career by kicking is 
geod purpose. 





THE END. 


“SLICKER THAN SILK; OR, THE SMOOTHEST ~ 
BOY ALIVE.” Here’s a real character, and a great one. i 
Yow’ll know all about him soon, for “Slicker Than Silk? — 
is the title of Rob Roy’s newest and best story, which will — 
be published complete in No. 16 of “The Wide-Awake — 
Weekly,” out next week. Few stories as good as this have 
ever been written. Look out for it. Don't let it a by 
you. he 
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MESMERISM. 
‘No. 81. HOW TO MESMERIZE..—Containing the most ap- 
_ proved methods of mesmerism; also how to cure all kinds of 
diseases by animal magnetism, or, magnetic healing. By Prof. Leo 
Hugo Koch, A. C. S., author of “How to Hypnotize,” ete. 


PALMISTRY. 

No. 82. HOW TO DO PALMISTRY.—Containing the most ap- 
proved methods of reading the lines on the hand, together with 
a full explanation of their ne Also explaining phrenology, 
and the key for telling character y the bumps on the head. By 

Leo Hugo Koch, A. C. S. Fully illustrated. 


HYPNOTISM. 
No. 83. HOW TO HYPNOTIZH.—Containing valuable and in- 
structive information regarding the science of hypnotism. Also 
explaining the most approved methods which are employed by the 
’ leading hypnotists of the world. By Leo Hugo Koch, A.C,S. 


SPORTING. 

No. 21. HOW TO HUNT AND FISH.—The most complete 
hunting and fishing guide ever published. It contains full in- 
structions about guns, hunting dogs, traps, trapping and fishing, 
together with descriptions of game and fis 

No. 26. HOW TO ROW, SAIL. AND BUILD A BOAT.—Fully 
iinatrated. Eyery boy should know how to row and sail a boat. 
Full instructions are given in this little book, together with in- 
structions on swimming and riding, companion sports to boating. 

No. 47. HOW TO BREAK, RIDE AND DRIVE A HORSE.— 
A complete treatise on the horse. Describing the most useful horses 
for business, the best horses for the road; also valuable recipes for 
diseases peculiar to the horse 

No. 48. HOW TO BUILD AND SAIL CANOES.—A handy 
book for boys, containing full directions for constructing canoes 
and the most popular manner of sailing them. Fully illustrated. 
By ©. Stansfield Hicks. 


FORTUNE TELLING. 

No. 1. NAPOLEON’S ORACULUM AND DREAM BOOK.— 
Containing the great oracle of human destiny; also the true mean- 
ing of almost any kind of dreams, together with charms, ceremonies, 
and curious games of ecards. A complete book. 

No. 23. HOW TO EXPLAIN DREAMS.—HEverybody dreams, 
from the little child to the aged man and woman. This little book 
gives the explanation to all kinds of dreams, together with lucky 
and unlucky days, and ‘““Napoleon’s Oraculum,” the book of fate. 

No. 28. HOW TO TELL FORTUNBES.—BEveryone is desirous of 
knowing what his future life will bring forth, whether happiness or 
misery, wealth or poverty. You can tell by a glance at this little 
book. Buy one and be oe Tell your own fortune. Tell 
the fortune of your friend 

No. 76. HOW TO TELL FORTUNES BY THE HAND.— 
Containing rules for telling fortunes by the aid of lines of the hand, 
or the secret of palmistry. Also the secret of telling future events 
by aid of moles, marks, scars, etc. Illustrated. By A. Anderson. 


ATHLETIC. 

No, 6. HOW TO BECOME AN ATHLETE.—Giving full in- 
struction for the use of dumb bells, Indian clubs, parallel bars, 
horizontal bars and various other methods of developing a good, 
healthy muscle; containing over sixty illustrations. Bivery boy can 

ome strong and healthy by following the instructions contained 

n this little book. 

Hing. 10. HOW TO BOX.—The art of self-defense made easy. 
Containing over thirty illustrations of guards, blows, and the diifer- 
ent positions of a good boxer. Every boy should obtain one of 
these useful and instructive books, as it will teach you how to box 
without an instructor. 

No. 25. HOW TO BECOME A GYMNAST.—Containing full 
instructions for all kinds of gymnastic sports and athletic exercises. 
‘Embracing thirty-five illustrations, By Professor W. Macdonald. 
A handy and useful book. 

No. 34. HOW TO FENCE.—Containing full instruction for 
fencing and the use of the broadsword; also instruction in archery. 
Described with twenty-one practical illustrations, giving the best 
positions in fencing. A complete book. 


TRICKS WITH CARDS. 
No. 51. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH CARDS.—Containing 


explanations of the general principles of sleight-of-hand applicable 
to card tricks; of card tricks with ordinary cards, and not requiring 


mi sleight-of-hand ; of tricks involving sleight-of-hand, or the use of 
i ee prepared cards. _ By Professor Sai 


Illustrated. 
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Look over the list as classified and see if you want to know anything about the ‘subj 


| also _ rules for punctuation and composition, with sper lette 

















No. 72, HOW TO DO SIXTY TRICKS WITH CARDS, - 
bracing all of the Aiea, and most deceptive card tricks, | with 
lustrations. By A. An Oa 

No. 77. HOW tO" DO “SORTY TRICKS WITH CARDS. 
Containing deceptive Card Tricks as performed by leading conjurors 
and magicians. Arranged for home amusement, Fully usted, = 


MAGIC. | 

No. 2. HOW TO DO TRICKS.—The great book of magie | and 
card tricks, containing full instruction on all the leading card trie as 
of the day, also the most popular magical illusions as performed by 
our leading magicians; eyery boy should obtain a copy of this book, ; 
as it will both amuse and instruct. ae 

No. 22. HOW. TO DO SECOND SIGHT.—Heller’s second sight a 
explained by his.former assistant, Fred Hunt, Jr. Hxplaining how J 
the secret dialogues were carried. on between the magician and the ) 
boy on the stage; also giving all the codes and signals. The only 
authentic explanation of second sight. gt 

No. 48. HOW TO BECOME a MAGICIAN. —Containing the i 
grandest assortment of magical illusions ever placed before ee 
public. Also tricks with cards, incantations, ete. if 

No. 68. HOW TO DO CHEMICAL TRICKS. —Containing over 
one hundred highly amusing and instructive tricks with chemicals, a 
By A. Anderson. Handsomely illustrated. : 

No. 69. HOW TO DO SLEIGHT OF HAND —Containing over — 
fifty of the latest and best tricks used by magicians. Also contain- — 
ing the or of second sight. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. 

No. 70. HOW TO MAKE MAGIC TOYS. ~Contalniee full — 
directions for making Magic Toys and devices of many kinds. By bres 
A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 73. HOW TO DO TRICKS WITH NUMBERS. —Showing 
many curious tricks with figures and the magic of numbers. By AL 
Anderson. Fully illustrated. 

No. 75. HOW TO BECOME A CONJUROR, — Containing 
tricks with Dominos, Dice, Cups and Balls, Hats, ete. Embracing ee 
thirty-six illustrations. By A. Anderson. 

No. 78. HOW TO DO TEL BLACK ART.—Containing a com- 4. 
plete description of the mysteries of Magic and Sleight of Hand, ~ 
together with many wonderful experiments. By A. Anderson, 


Illustrated. 
MECHANICAL, | 

No. 29. HOW TO BECOME AN INVENTOR.—Byery boy 
should know how inventions originated. This book explains them 
all, giving examples in electricity, hydraulics, magnetism, optics, 
pheumatics, mechanics, etc. The most instructive book published. 

No. 56. HOW TO BECOME AN ENGINEDR.—Containing fu 
instructions how to proceed in order to become a locomotive en- _ 
gineer; also directions.for building a model locomotiye; together 
with a full description of everything an engineer should know. : 

No. 57. HOW TO MAKE MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.—Full 
directions how to make a Banjo, Violin, Zither, Molian Harp, Xylo- 
phone and other musical instruments; together with a brief de- 
scription of nearly every musical instrument used in ancient or. 
modérn times. Profusely illustrated. By Algernon S. Fitzgerald, — 
for twenty years bandmaster of the Royal Bengal Marines. 

No. 59. HOW TO MAKE A MAGIC LANTERN. —Containing 
a description of the lantern, together with its history and invention, 
Also full directions for its use and for painting slides. Handsomely _- 
illustrated. By John Allen 

No. 71. HOW TO DO ‘MECHANICAL TRICKS.—Containing 
complete instructions for performing over sixty Mechanical Teicks 
By A. Anderson. Fully illustrated. 


LETTER WRITING. ; 

No. 11. HOW TO WRITE LOVE-LETTERS.—A most com- 
plete little book, containing full directions for writing -love-letters, 
and when to use them, giving specimen letters for young and old. 

No. 12. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO LADIES.—Giving © 
complete instructions for writing letters to ladies on all subjects; _ 
also letters of introduction, notes and requests ig 

No. 24. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS TO GENTLEMEN.— 
Containing full directions for writing to gentlemen on all subjects “a 
also giving sample letters for instruction. 

No. 538. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS.—A wonderful ttle 
book, telling you how to write to your sweetheart, your father, 
mother, sister, brother, employer; and, in fact, everybody and any-— % 
body you wish to write to. Byery young man and every young s 
pe in the land should have this book. oo 

No. 74. HOW TO WRITE LETTERS CORRECTLY.—Con- 2 
taining full instructions for writing letters on almost any subject; — 
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eet STAGE. cea? 81, HOW TO BECOMB A SPEAKER.—Containing four. 
oo SS Ob A ra epee rik 
ne! apt? amateur minstrélé ts sompiete without simple en par aunees Ld cone eit arranged in ” most. 
sh varied assortment of stump speeches Nests Dich | bates outlines for delater, questions for Gisctssions and the bad 
t lso end men’s jokes. Just the thing for home amuse- sources for procuring information on the questions given. Ae 


TH 3 BOYS OF NEW YORK MINSTREL GUIDE : SOCIETY. | 
Kh BOOK.—Something new and very instructive. very No. 3. HOW TO FLIRT.—The arts and wiles of flirtation are. 
d obtain this book, as it contains full instruttions for or- fully explained by this little book. Besides the various methods of 
San amatenr mitistrel troupe. ; | handkerchief, fan, glove, parasol, window and hat flirtation, it con- 
65. MULDOON’S JOKES.—This is one of the most original | #128 2 full Jist of the language and sentiment of flowers, which ig 
3 ever published, and it is brimful of wit and humor. It ee. bes everybody, both old and young. You cannot be happy 
a large collection of songs, jokes, conundrums, etc., of : . 4 | | 
Badoo. the great wit, mumorise, ard practical joker of | ,. No. 4. HO w TO DANCE is the title of @ new and handsome 
Bivery boy who can enjoy a good substantial joke should littie book just issued by Frank Tousey. It contains full instrue 
‘copy immediately. tions in the art of dancing, etiquette in the ball-room and at parties, . 
). HOW TO BECOMB AN ACTOR.—Containing com- ay to dress, and full directions for calling off in all popular square 
ructions how to make up for various characters on the|@@2Ces-_ | ; se 

gether with the duties of the Stage Manager, Prompter,| _ No.9. HOW TO MAKE LOVE.—A complete guide to lov 
rtist and Property Man. By a prominent Stage Manager. courtship and marriage, giving sensible advice, rules and etiquette 
. GUS WILLIAMS’ JOKE BOOK.—Containing the lat. | t© ze gaecrtets with many curious and interesting things not gen- 
, anecdotes and f tori i ld- erally known. an : 

Week \Garnan. comedian, ae ee No. 17. HOW TO DRESS.—Containing full instruction in the 
sd cover containing a half-tone photo of the author. art of dressing and appearing well at home and abroad, giving the 
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ee. : selections of colors, material, and how to have them made up. 

re ee re \ HOUSEKEEPING b mee ie gg ay eo Sa ea of . 
Se ata kd ; | ; rightest and most valuable little books ever given to the world. 
. 16. HOW TO KEEP A WINDOW GARDEN.—Containing Everybody wishes to know how to become beautiful, both male and 


i structions for constructing a window garden either in town f le. Th int Seal ; : 
ountry, and the most approved methods for raising beautiful podcbe hee rg andl i tir cigs Read this book 


ot at home. The-most complete book of the kind ever pub- ie » ANIMALS | 

ao | ; . IRDS AND ANIM ° wd 
ho EOW a oe OMe of the apeet een ve books} No, 7. HOW TO KEEP BIRDS.—Handsomely illustrated and 
Cooking wy PR oNene 1 . contains recipes tor cooking meats, | containing full instructions for the management and training of the 

game, and oysters; also pies, puddings, cakes and all kinds of canary, mockingbird, bobolink, blackbird, paroquet, parrot, etc. 


y, and a grand collection of recipes by one of our most popular No. 39. HOW TO RAISE DOGS, POULTRY, PIGEONS AND 


87. HOW TO KEEP HOUSE.—It contains information for oye Ths tee foe SASEEYSRES DOOR, andsomely’ illds- 
ody, boys, girls, men and women; it/will teach you how to| “No. 40. HOW TO MAKE AND SET TRAPS.—Including hints. 
almost anything around the house, such as parlor ornaments, {on how to catch moles, weasels, otter, rats, squirrels and birds. 


| mets, mente, Aeolian barns, and bird lime for catching birds. | Also how to cure skins. Copiously illustrated. By J. Harrington 
xo. 46, HOW TO MAKE AND Sir ELECTRICITY. —A ae-|,,N, 50. HOW TO STUFF BIRDS AND ANIMALS —A 
Te scziption o E the wonderful uses of eléctricity ah d electro sitane Manes valuable book, giving instructions in collecting, preparing, mounting 


Mey sether with full instructions for making Electric Toys, Batteries, oe» ee ane Ae ES AGI PETS.—Giving com- 


Bor Trebel, A. M., M. D. Containing over fifty il- plete information as fo the manner and method of raising, pooh 
“I, GAY taming, reeding, and managing a inds o pets; also giving | 

- (clad bag nespglsepaat erp ne nied instructions for making cages, etc. Fully explained by twenty-eight 
yiamios, and many novel toys to be worked b a oleuiricite illustrations, making it the most complete book of the kind ever 


w R. A. R. Bennett. Fully illustrated. Z : pubhshed. 
re ai No. 67. HOW TO DO ELECTRICAL TRICKS.—Containing a MISCELLANEOUS. 
_farse collection of instructive and highly amusing electrical tricks, No. 8. HOW TO BECOME A SCIENTIST.—A useful and in- 
together with illustrations, By A. Anderson. structive book, giving a complete treatise on chemistry; also ex- 
Bey ods. . periments in acoustics, mechanics, mathematics, chemistry, and di- 


ae + i ; - ENTERTAINMENT. ° | factions for naling fireworks, colored fires, and gas balloons. This 
_ _ No. 9. HOW TO BECOME A VENTRILOQUIST.—By Harry | book cannot be equaled. 

Kennedy. The secret given away. Every intelligent boy reading} No. 14. HOW TO MAKE CANDY.—A complete hand-book for 
is book of instructions, by a practical professor (delighting multi- | making all kinds of candy, ice-cream, syrups, essences, etc. ete. 
-tudes every night with his wonderful imitations), can master the}. No. 84. HOW TO BECOME AN AUTHOR.—Containing full 

“art, and create any amount of fun for himself and friends. It is the |information regarding choice of subjects, the use of words and the 

test book ever published. and there’s millions (of fun) in it. {manner of preparing and submitting manuscript. Also containing 
». 20. HOW TO DNTERTAIN AN EVENING PARTY.—A jvaluable information as to the neatness, legibility and general coms 
ry valuable little “Ae just published. A complete “Eig ba een of manuscript, essential to a successful author. By Prince 
games, sports, card diversions, comic recitations, etc., suitable |-Hiland, Py) 
parlor or drawing-room entertainment. Iw contains more for the| © No. 38. HOW TO BECOME YOUR OWN DOCTOR.—A won- 
oney than any book published, | derful book, containing useful and practical information in the. 
No. 35. HOW TO PLAY GAMES.—A complete and usefu! 'ittle| treatment of ordinary diseases and ailments, common to every 
peck: containing the ales and regulations of billiards, ba, elle, pou. Abounding in useful and effective recipes for general com- 
ackgammon, Croquet, dominoes, etc. plaints. 

No 36. HOW TO SOLVE CONUNDRUMS.—Containing all} No. 55. HOW TO COLLECT STAMPS AND COINS.—Con- 

: leading conundtums of the day, amusing riddles, curious catches | taining valuable information regarding the collecting and arranging 
d witty sayings. of stamps and coins. Handsomely illustrated. 
“No. 52. HOW TO PLAY CARDS.—A complete and handy little| No. 58. HOW TO BE A DETECTIVE.—By Old King Brady, 
ook, giving the rules and rections for playing Buchre, Crib- | the world-known detective, In which he lays down some valuable 

ge, Casino, Forty-Five, eb, Pedro Sancho, Draw: Poker, a sensible rae, ior peat apart, pnd. also relates some adventures 
iuction Pitch, All Fours, and many other popular games of cards. | and experiences of well-known detectives. 

No. 66. HOW TO DO PUZZLES.—Containing over three hun-|_ No. 60. HOW TO BECOME A PHOTOGRAPHER.—Contain- 
red interesting puzzles and conundrums, with key to same. A|ing useful information regarding the Camera and how to work it; 
omplete book. Fully illustrated. By A. Anderson. also how to make Photographic Magic Lantern Slides and other 
aie oat eT! QUETTE Transparencies. Handsomely illustrated. By Captain W. De W. 


% lik , Abney. 
No. 13. HOW TO DO IT; OR, BOOK OF ETIQUETTH.—It! No. 62. HOW TO BECOME A WEST POINT MILITARY 
_ great life secret, and one that every young man desires to know | CADET.—Containing full expianations how to gain admittance, 
all about. There’s happiness in it. course of Study, Examinations, Duties, Staff of Officers, Post 
‘) _No. 33. HOW TO BEHAVE.—Containing the rules and etiquette | Guard, Police Regulations, Fire Department, and all a boy should 
+ of good society and the easiest and most approved methods of ap-| know to be a Cadet. Cempiled and written by Lu Senarens, author 
_ pearing to good advantage at parties, balls, the theatre, church, and | of “How to Become a Naval Cadet.” | 
in the drawing-room. ’ | No. 68. HOW TO BECOME A NAVAL CADET.—Complete in- 
ay eo tal lee peek pee structions of how to gain admission to the Annapolis Naval 
Be tea 9 DECLAMATION. | Academy. Also containing the course of instruction, description 
27. HOW TO RECITH AND BOOK OF RECITATIONS. | of grounds and buildings, historical sketch, and everything a_boy 
ming the most popular selections in use, comprising Dutch} should know to become an officer in the United States Navy. €om- 
rench dialect, Yankee and Irish dialect pieces, together} piled and written by Lu Senarens, author of “How to Become @ 
; standard readings. aye West Point Military Cadet. 
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12 A Diamond in the Rough; or, A Brave Boys Start in Life. 











STORIES OF BOYS WHO MAKE MONEY 


By A SELF_MADE MAN | ae 


32 Pages of Reading Matter : : . Handsome Colored Cover | 











_A NEW ONE ISSUED EVERY FRIDAY PRICE 5 CENTS A woPY A 


This Weekly contains interesting stories of smart boys, who win fame and fortune by their ability to take advance a 

passing opportunities. Some of these stories are founded on true incidents in the lives of our most successful self-made _ 
men, and show how a boy of pluck, perseverance and brains can become famous and wealthy. Every one of this series cy 
contains a good moral tone which makes “Fame and Fortune Weekly” a magazine for the home, although each number 
is replete with exciting adventures. The stories are the very best obtainable, the illustrations are by expert artists, and 
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every effort is constantly being made to make it the best weekly on the news stands. Tell your friends about it. a 

ALREADY PUBLISHED. ; a 

1 A Lucky Deal; or, The Cutest Boy in Wall Street. 21 All to the Good; or, From Call Boy to Manager. 3 
2 Born to Good Luck; or, The Boy Who Succeeded. 22 How He Got Th The Pluck B , 

8 A Corner in Corn; or, How a Chicago Boy Did the Trick 23 Bound és Wi rae on B ny be a ae ial ot All. 4 

4 A Game of Chance; or, The Boy Who Won Out. in; or, The) Boy Who Got Bie 4 
5 Hard to Beat; or, The Cleverest Boy in Wall Street. 24 Pushing It Through; or, The Fate of a Lucky Boy. - 

6 Building a Railroad; or, The Young Contractors of Lake-| 25 A Born Speculator; or, the Young Sphinx of Wall Street. one 

view. } 26 The Way to Success; or, The Boy Who Got There. i 

7 Winning His Way; or, The Youngest Editor in Green| 97 struck Oil; or, The Boy Who Made a Million. oe 

ver. ‘ Se 

28 A Golden Risk; oc, The Young Miners of Della Cruz. — 

8 ne of Fortune; or, The Record of a Self-Made 29 A Sure Winner; or, The Boy Who Went Out Witha Circus. s 

Nip and Tuck; or, The Young Brokers of Wall Street. 30 Golden Fleece; or, The Boy Brokers of Wall Street. ‘ye 

) A Copper Harvest; or, The Boys WhoWorked a Deserted | 31 A Mad Cap Scheme; or, The Boy Treasure Hunters of Co- © 
Mine. cos Island. ne 

11 A Lucky Penny; or, The Fortunes of a Boston Boy. 32 Adrift on the World; or, Working His Way to Fortune. = 


13 Baiting the Bears; or, The Nerviest Boy in Wall Street. 33 Playing to Win; or, The Foxiest Boy in Wall Street. — _ 
14 A Gold Brick; or, The Boy Who Could Not be Downed. | 34 Tatters; or, A Boy from the Slums. 2 
i A Streak of Luck; or, The Boy Who Feathered His Nest| 35 A Young Monte Cristo; or, The Richest. Boy in the World. 

A Good Thing; or, The Boy Who Made a Fortune. 86 Won by Pluck; or, The Boys Who Ran a Railroad. 
i King of the Market; or, The Youngest Trader in Wall 37 Beating the Brokers; or, The Boy Who “Couldn’t be Done.” 


Street. eee 
18 Pure Grit; or, One Boy in a Thousand. 88 A Rolling Stone; or, The Brightest Boy on Record. 


A Rise in Life; or, The Career of a Factory Boy. 39 Never Say Die; or, The Young Surveyor of Happy Valley. § 
3 A Barrel of Money; or, A Bright Boy in Wall Street. 40 Almost a Man; or, Winning His Way to the Top. i 
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For sale by all newsdealers, or will be sent to any address on receipt of price, 5 cents per copy, in money or postage stamps, by 


FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, — 24 Union Square, New York. 
IF YOU WANT ANY BACK NUMBERS 








of our Libraries and cannot procure them from newsdealers, they can be obtained from this office direct. Cut out and fill 


in the following Order Blank and send it to us with the price of the books you want and we will send them to you by re- 


turn mail. POSTAGE STAMPS TAKEN THE SAME AS MONEY. : 
FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 24 Union Square, New York. sisi elnia, #.clw &:4:0i@ s/\e'y prele ire nn 
Drag Str—Enclosed find...... cents for which please send me: | | “ 

. copies of WORK AND WIN, Nos....... 2.2... eee cere cere ee rece eeee Lae ielald be oaiQialy a: Rial aa 
care! THR WIDE, AWAKE WEEKLY, Nos. .:....ccesecses sugeetarenc om: Fanaa Lessee eeeleee eas meine 
ieee)“ WILD WEST WEEKLY, Nos....... UMD tas sia. a NS a he LW ie en ele iger alae wtili sc e 
Rain A Oe Ea Baba RE Ps OY CE TO) NOB gcc leia dc 8 6 Gites 6 oie 0 8 ie dle esie'tie'e ies cn 
Beet nee PEAT ANE: LOOK. NOGa 4.2 i csskvecesotewsccedsccoecesenndens Lovrasseence’ oa eee ne 
Sid Rei UCHR Pdule VEC, NOB. ciiic cc c's seleeleaie «secs bata ers eas dues akgigtate Uy hare OU ontes vi 

ee. © “© FAME AND FORTUNE WEEKLY, Wn. Se MME Se sia ie ones voc eeevasescceveeteccee ats tain 
sean aaa ee Ten-Cent Hand Books, Nos..........sees+eeeeeeeeeesecess Ss aaa 








A COMPLETE STORY EVERY WEEK 


Price 5 Cents BY THE BEST AUTHORS — Price 5 Ce 
ot HANDSOME ILLUSTRATED COVERS 32-PAGES OF READING MATTER ; » TSSUED ment FRIDAY 


- Interesting Stories of Adventure in All Parts of the World 





mas TAKE NOTICE! ag ae 


This handsome weekly contains intensely interesting stories of adventure on a great variety of 
subjects. Each number is replete with rousing situations and liveiy incidents. The heroes are 
bright, manly fellows, who overcome all obstacles by sheer force of brains and grit and win well- 








pot merited success. We have secured a staff of new authors, who write these stories in a manner 
which will be a source of pleasure and profit to the reader. Each number has a handsome col- 
ored illustration made by the most expert artists. Large sums of money are being spent to make 
this one of the best weeklies ever published. é : 
Here is a List of Some of the Titles..... g 
1 Smashing the Auto Record; or, Bart Wilson at a 9 In the ‘Frisco Earthquake; or, Bob Brag’s Day of THe 
Speed Lever. By Edward N. Fox. ror. By Prof. Oliver Owens. a 
2 Off the Ticker; or, Fate at a Moment’s Notice. By | 10 We, Us and Co.; or, Seeing Life With a Vaudevi ie see 
Tom Dawson. Show. By Edward N. Fox. ‘iS 
3 From Cadet to Captain; or, Dick Danford’s West |11 Cut Out for an Officer; or, Corporal Ted in the Philip 
Point Nerve. By Lieut. J. J. Barry. pines. By Lieut. J. J. Barry. tae 
4 The Get-There Boys; or, Making Things Hum in Hon- | 12 A Fool for Luck; or, The Boy Who Turned Boss. By ‘ 
) duras. By Fred Warburton. Fred Warburton. a 
5 Written in Cipher; or, The Skein Jack Barry Unray- | 13 The Great Gaul “Beat”; or, Phil Winston’s Start , 
elled. By Prof. Oliver Owens. Reporting. By A. Howard De Witt. ae 
. ‘6 The No-Good Boys; or, Downing a Tough Name. By | 14 Out for Gold; or, The Boy Who Knew the Differen fe 
A. Howard De Witt. By Tom Dawson. a 
Y Kicked off the Earth; or, Ted Trim’s Hard Luck Cure. |}15 The Boy Who Balked; or, Bob Brisbane’s Big Kick - a 
ce By Rob Roy. By Frank Irving. (ae 
8 Doing It Quick; or, Ike Brown’s Hustle at Panama. |16 Slicker than Silk; or, The Smoothest Boy Alive. we 
By Captain Hawthorn, U.S. N. | Rob Roy. eg 
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